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Prologue 


During the early summer, some news reached Dunn. It is said that the Fake 
Artorius army set off from the capital of Kirchester. 


After learning the news, Lynette, the daughter of The Duke of Bridaine, the 
acting prime minister of the Guinevere faction, was busy contacting and 
negotiating with the army of lords in various places every day. the mansion 
where the original Lord Dunn lived was serving as the official residence of 
the stronghold. 


When she used to live in the mansion in her hometown, her mother 
beautifully maintained and groomed her long, shoulder-length blond hair 
every day. Nowadays, because of her busy schedule, she has no time to tidy 
her up, so her hair looked unkempt and unsightly. Even the maid who came 
to take care of the job couldn't help but exclaimed with "Miss, please take 
care of yourself," and hurriedly started tidying her up. But even when the 
maid arranged her appearance, she was still too busy to stop the work at 
hand. 


Who is under the jurisdiction of politics and the army, and how should the 
powers of the various forces be distributed? The entanglement of these 
powers and interests are complicated and strange. She must handle it all 
alone, and she can't let Guinevere and others be bothered with this. 


Even with her dear monarch, Guinevere, and the dragon-slaying warrior 
from a foreign country known as Tigrevurmud, if they take a step back, 
they really don't have the ability to deal with this aspect. 


And Tigre's adjutant Limalisha, who is the adjutant of the War Princess of 
the Leitmeritz Principality of Zhcted, managed the military affairs in an 
orderly manner when she was in her home country. Therefore, she must 


shoulder the tasks of training troops, corps formation, mediating disputes 
between knights, etc. These are things that only she can do. 


Therefore, matters other than military affairs are the most critical 

issues. For this reason, Lynette must take all the government affairs on by 
herself, encourage herself to say that this is a job that only she can bear, and 
then work with a busy schedule every day. 


She fainted on several occasions in the office, fell into a pile of parchment, 
and was finally carried to bed to rest. Every time the servants would 
persuade her to take care of herself. Lynette insisted that at this critical 
juncture, there should be no slack in the work of government affairs, 
otherwise it will lead to the defeat of the Guinevere faction, and then 
everyone has only one way to perish. Instead, she refuted the servants for 
this reason, and they were speechless. 


"Do you want to see the heads of my father and brother being hung on the 
walls of Kirchester? The rogue who pretended to be the ancestor Artorius is 
hostile to us so far, it is impossible to take any tolerant treatment against 


W 


us. 


Hearing Lynette's retort, the servants who had served the Bridaine family 
before had to shut their mouths. The brutal behavior by the so called "fake 
Artorius faction" against Guinevere's parents and brothers has long been 
spread throughout Asvarre Island. Many relatives and friends of The Duke 
of Bridaine also died and disappeared during the fall of Kirchester. 


Although Lim would also share some of Lynette's work, there were many 
matters negotiated with lords in various places that she could not handle as 
a foreigner. 


But the doctors and servants could not sit back and watch her continue to 
force herself, so they had to find the man who could aid her in the official 
residence. 


That was the Prime Minister of the Guinevere faction who was busy going 
to various places to negotiate with the lords— — The Duke of Bridaine. This 
man is Lynette's father. 


The Duke of Bridaine looked like a young man with half-white hair, with a 
beard on his chin, and a serious face. As soon as he entered Lynette’s office, 
he saw Lynette staring at the desk intently, and he immediately sighed and 
said, "I really should have brought your mother. If she sees your current 
State, even she would want to send you to bed." 


"Father, If you want to use me, use me to the fullest." 


"If I use you to the fullest, it is to the benefit of the Bridaine family. I will 
do that because that is my duty. But now you don’t even have that value. No 
matter which family you want to have a blind date with, you will definitely 
be rejected.” 


Lynette sighed and stopped. The hand who was writing on the parchment 
made a gesture to the maid to make two cups of black tea. 


Her purpose is to talk to her father alone. 
"Do I really look that bad Father?" 


The Duke of Bridaine lifted up a chair and sat down at the desk full of 
documents, and then reluctantly shrank his shoulders. In Lynette's eyes, her 
father's figure seemed to shrink a little. 


"You look like a dead soul now, that’s not an exaggeration. I understand 
how anxious you are, but as a superior, you have a responsibility to accept 
the advice of others." 


"But I can't rest now..." 


"You should let it go to your subordinates. You are not good at nurturing 
them." 


"Now my work is imperative. There is no room to nurture subordinates. The 
enemy pretending not to be the rebel generals of Artorius, catching all the 
opponents and behead them mercilessly... Father, you should have heard of 
the tragic situation when Kirchester fell." 


The Duke of Bridaine shook his head helplessly, with a more than enough 
attitude. Lynette felt furious when she saw it. Lynette understood that her 

father was deliberately trying to make her anxious, so she was even more 

unhappy. Her Father often used this trick against her. 


"The man who claimed to be Artorius was not really that cruel, as far as the 
information I got. I believe you know the same information." 


For a moment, Lynette was speechless. She also knew that, as her father 
said, the enemy army did not decapitate all the surrenders, they only did this 
to members of the royal family. As long as one surrenders and expresses a 
clear attitude of obedience, and even accepts him as a subject, his mind can 
be said to be quite broad. 


She hesitated for a while, and finally decided to tell the truth. Her Father 
had already seen through it anyway. 


"That way, you can't protect Your Highness." 


Surrendering to the enemy is tantamount to offering her best friend and also 
the monarch’s head. the person who claims to be Artorius has the current 
objective of destroying the current royal family of Asvarre. 


"Why does the person who calls himself Artorius insist on killing the royal 
family members?" 


The Duke of Bridaine whispered like he was mumbling. 


"The details are not known. But for the aggressor, denying the existence of 
the existing kingship is the basic principle. Although there is also a second- 
class method, that is to marry your Royal Highness as a wife and 
manipulate her as a puppet, but in this way it will inevitably stay the course. 
The other party must think so." 


Because Lynette understood this, she would never compromise. 


"You are too attached to Your Highness." 


Without her father's reminder, Lynette also understood that she now pays 
too much attention to personal affairs, more than political 

considerations. She had an urge to resist her father, but she just clenched her 
fists under the table. At this time, emotional responses would only have a 
counterproductive effect. She was taught this way since she was a child. 


"But it doesn't matter, just keep it like this." 


Unexpectedly, the old and cunning politician that is her father said this to 
her unexpectedly. 


"The character we call a Fake Artorius is completely unknown at the 
moment. We only know that he has strong hostility towards the royal 
family. The blood of our dukedom’s family is very close to the royal family, 
and he may not accept us. Surrendering is probably a desperate move." 


The Duke of Bridaine said. The implication is that from the standpoint of 
the duke's family, the monarch that should follow will not be a second 
thought except for Guinevere. 


"The premise is that we must maintain the status quo, which is to always 
win. That's right." 


Lynette deliberately said what her father deliberately didn't say. 


"Father, I know you. You must be groping for the possibility of negotiating 
with the enemy through other channels, right? Even if you really want to 
surrender to the self-proclaimed Artorius with the head of your Highness, 
you must do it before then. We must first enhance the value of Bridaine’s 
family. For this reason, we need to win the battle. The more I win, the more 
valuable the Duke’s family is to the enemy, and it will be offered when 
something happens and we’re forced to do go against your Highness and 
surrender to the enemy." 


"If this is the case, what do you want?" 


"At present, only the Bridaine family is willing to fully support the 
Guinevere faction. As my father, I except and Thank you. I also understand 


that since you have taken the position of Prime Minister of the Guinevere 
faction, you can't easily turn the rudder by the wind." 


Although knowing that the shrewd father must have other plans in this 
regard, Lynette still wants to be so utterly restrained. This is also a bit out of 
urgency. If she doesn't miss her father, she is not reconciled. 


"As long as we keep winning, we can win to the point where there is no 
need to pursue self-protection. After all, we are a mob; should we lose a 
battle, we will disintegrate. Father should just worry about what happens 
after that. I will definitely fight for the greatest Victory that makes all your 
worries be in vain.” 


Despite such a boast, the future of the Guinevere faction is still 
bumpy. Lynette knew well that if she didn't think of a solution, this 
organization would eventually go to the end of its disintegration. 


At this moment, Lynette suddenly thought of something. She took out a 
piece of parchment from the pile of paper, wrote some words on it, and 
gave it to her father. 


"What is this?" 


"Those who know how to wield the longbow are rare, but if there are only 
one or two people, they are of no tactical value. The important thing is how 
to integrate the longbow-men into one unit. This... This is the proposal of 
Lord Limalisha. So, father— " 


Lynette stared directly at her father’s eyes, pretending to smile and said, 


"Most lords are reluctant to provide their subordinates. My father, please 
convince them to poach their archers. if necessary, promise them a little 
price to pay in the future. Since my gentle father is so concerned about your 
daughter's health, you’re presumably willing to make sure your daughter 
completes this task, right? " 


The Duke of Bridaine closed his mouth and groaned a few times. Although 
he was here to persuade his daughter to rest, and originally planned to share 


some work for her, he did not expect that his daughter would give him a 
trouble that would offend the lords. Moreover, this is indeed the most 
suitable task for him to deal with. 


"Of course, you can instruct your elders at will." 
"Your careless brothers can't handle such delicate things." 


What he said was the case. It’s a fact that Lynette's four brothers are all 
known for their bravery. At the beginning, Lynette planned to ask one of the 
elder brothers to be the commander-in-chief of the Guinevere faction, but 
the elder brothers all smiled and refused. 


"We have confidence, and we must be the first to charge in the battle. But 
we are not as resourceful as you are. Whatever our awkward dad above 
thinks, you can leave it alone. Us four brothers are willing to give our life to 
you. It’s up to you to judge. When we are going to die, we must die before 
you, SO you can just give it a go.” 


The four brothers inspired Lynette with such stomach-wrenching words, 
and they also took away their wealth in order to give it all to her. To put it 
nicely; she held their trust. But surrendering the power and responsibility of 
judgment to others is tantamount to giving up, which is the last behavior 
that a nobleman should have. The attitude of the four elder brothers made 
Lynette furious. 


In fact, there are other talents who are good at managing government affairs 
among her father's subordinates. But at the time of this expedition, almost 
all of those people stayed in their hometowns to operate their territory. This 
is a helpless situation. Even during the war; the life of the leader still has to 
be taken care of. 


Now in preparation for the upcoming war, Lynette asked her brothers to 
conduct several small-scale military exercises to confirm the training level 
of the lords’ troops and to concentrate on cultivating the feelings between 
the troops. 


Seeing that a little girl like Lynette not only cares about politics, but also 
intervenes in the military, there must be many people who are dissatisfied 
with this. In order to convince these people, someone must be able to 
communicate with their fists and muscles just like them. Lynette's brothers 
are currently showing their proud strength in the camps of the lords. 


"I promise you, you can leave it to me." 
"Thank you, father." 


"But you have to promise me to take a half-day rest right away. Her 
Excellency Limalisha has promised to come over and take care of some 
official duties for you." 


"You’re really troublesome... thank you father." 


Lynette thought for a moment, and finally agreed. Her Father thinks so 
much of her, so she can't ruin his kindness. 


-Later, I have to find an opportunity to thank Lord Limalisha. 


After returning to the bedroom, Lynette fell heedlessly on her bed. After a 
while, the heavy eyelids closed in obedience. 


Lynette had no dreams and slept for a whole day. 
T 
This is another day. Lynette met with a visiting nobleman in the office. 


"T think the commander-in-chief of the army should be an experienced 
talent." 


The noble protested so insistently. He is the eldest son of a certain 
marquis. The day before, the organization had just announced that 
Guinevere had appointed Tigre as the commander-in-chief. 


He was not the first to express such an opinion. Although the subordinates 
will block most of Lynette's petitions, some of them have a higher status 


and she must personally coordinate. 


This nobleman has participated in military expeditions to other countries 
many times, and this year he should be thirty-six years old. The implication 
should is that he is the most qualified person to be the commander-in-chief. 


Lynette clearly grasped the evaluation of this person on the stage. Although 
this man is brave, he is somewhat narrow-minded, short-sighted and 

petty. If he was only to lead hundreds of soldiers, he was indeed capable, 
but the strength of the second Guinevere army was nearly 5,000, and he did 
not have the ability to lead such a large army. Moreover, his private life is 
also very disorderly. A few days ago, he just boasted to prostitutes that he 
was about to become the commander-in-chief of the Guinevere Army. 


At this kind of juncture, you should be more cautious when looking for 
prostitutes. In order to avoid the infiltration of enemy spies, the Duke of 
Bridaine especially brought many prostitutes from his hometown. It is 
common for prostitutes to follow in the army, and no one will 

mind. However, these prostitutes are also members of the espionage 
organization formed by the Duke of Bridaine. 


Therefore, Lynette tactfully rejected the nobleman's self-recommendation, 
and explained that the current commander has excellent assistants, so there 
will be no problems. As a result, the nobleman became angry and ashamed; 
Lynette had to use the intelligence from the espionage organization to say it 
was due to something stupid that he had said when recruiting prostitutes, 
which forced him to shut his mouth. She hopes this man will learn his 
lesson and be more cautious about sex in the future. 


After the aristocratic man left the office with a stern face, another person 
came in immediately, the Duke of Bridaine, Lynette's father. He put a stack 
of parchment on Lynette's desk first, and it seemed that he had successfully 
completed the assigned work. 


"Lynette. I have taught you many times. Too strict control can lead to 
counterproductive effects." 


"Thank you for your father’s advice. But we are improvised mobs. The 
army cannot adopt too complicated combat plans and has no time to 
formulate detailed tactics. The reason why Tigrevurmud Vorn was elected 
as the commander-in-chief is Counting on the reputation of the Dragon 
Slayer Warrior to boost morale." 


"T also received a report from the investigation team that the enemy is 
leading a three-headed dragon as well as a huge earth dragon." 


Upon hearing her father's words, Lynnett responded with a gasp. 


The Fake Artoriusians tamed the dragon and used their power to capture 
Kirchester, and the opponents would become the dragon's fodder. All the 
lords on Asvarre Island now know this information. 


"It is impossible for soldiers not to be afraid of the threat of dragons. The 
reputation of the dragon slaying warrior must be very reliable in the eyes of 
soldiers." 


"Even so, there are still many people who are not satisfied. The later joiners 
know less, the attitude becomes more arrogant and unreasonable. " 


”This is the natural result. After all, these are just things that happen in 
Asvarre Island. After observing the situation as long as possible, collecting 
a certain level of intelligence can decide how to choose which side to stand. 
The situation can be observed even by those who don't understand. only 
knowing that one step still counts as one step, the speed of judgment is 
always one step slower. Such people definitely don't even know how to 
regret." The Duke of Bridaine said. It is not difficult to imagine that if he 
hadn't joined Guinevere's command because of Lynette, he would have 
been on the wall for a while, waiting to observe the situation. After all, he 
said so himself. 


"This also represents the defeat of the Kirchester defense, leaving people 
with such a strong impression." 


The Duke of Bridaine continued. 


"That man falsely claiming to be Artorius has the beck and call of the 
dragon’s invulnerability, as well as lords of the armed forces to unilaterally 
devastate the opposition. If not for his name, the number of people coming 
to seek refuge with His Highness presumably less than half now." 


He pondered on what he would do if the situation is like that? 


"If there is no way to deal with the dragon, I will use you to draw your 
Highness out and murder her, and take her head to surrender to the man 
who calls himself Artorius. If this is not enough, I will at most give my life 
as well. Maybe I can at least save the honor of the Bridaine family." 


Even if there are only two people here, himself and Lynette, these kind of 
words can't be said without guilty like him. The Duke of Bridaine deserves 
to be Lynette's political mentor. 


"Looking back now, this idea may be too naive. To what extent the person 
who called himself Artorius can tolerate people of royal blood are totally 
unknown. At least from the current situation, your actions at the time were 
right. I hope you can make the right choice in the future." 


—Lynette just wanted to kick her father hard now. 


She stared at her father fiercely and swears in her heart that she must use 
her mother in the future. Fear of a wife is one of the few weaknesses of a 
father. 


But the Duke of Bridaine also acknowledged the importance of Tigre's 
existence and placed considerable expectations on him. It is an 
indispensable key to tactics that Tigrevurmud Vorn takes the lead in 
defeating the enemy's dragon on the battlefield. 


It is not an exaggeration to say that his existence is the prerequisite for all 
actions. Only artifacts can break through the defense of the dragon scales, 
and the artifacts of Lim and Guinevere are not suitable for the front line to 
deal with the dragon. Under such conditions, other methods are only 
second-class strategies. 


"However, if it is done with a weapon made of dragon scales, it would be a 
different matter." 


Guinevere’s divine tool, a short staff, can cut through dragon scales. She 
had thought of using this method to process dragon scales into spears. But 
due to Guinevere’s busy work and her lack of dexterity, this plan has not 
progressed for a long time. After all, in her capacity, the maid does sewing 
and other hands-on work, and no one thinks that the princess, with her poor 
craftsmanship, will cause any trouble. Regarding this, she can't blame 
Guinevere. 


"However, if your Royal Highness cuts the dragon scales roughly as part of 
a shield or armor, this method is fine, and it should be satisfactory. Anyway, 
the army now judges that this is not enough to drastically change the 
situation. Of course, if there is further progress in future research, it may 
not be necessarily.” 


Regardless of his busy schedule, The Duke of Bridaine sent some of his 
subordinates to form a dragon scale research team. Lynette will also be 
notified of the results of the research, but so far there seems to be no 
dazzling results. 


"The threat level is equal to that of the dragon, and there are artifacts held 
by the enemy." 


"T have heard the report. It is said that the power is enough to change the 
terrain of the mountain. I went to the scene to confirm this with my own 
eyes. Although it is difficult believe it, but it seems to be a fact, and it can 
only be accepted.” 


Percival, a man who calls himself the Knights of the Round Table, is still 
fighting even if he is facing the three of Guinevere, Tigre, and Lim who 
possesses artifacts at the same time. It's hard to tell. Regarding the course of 
that battle, The Duke of Bridaine also knew very clearly. After all, had it not 
been for Tigre and others to block Percival, Prince Bridaine’s troops had 
already been attacked by him. 


"T have seen such horrible traces of destruction; everyone has to believe it." 


The problem is, if the black and red hand axe held by Percival is really one 
of the five weapons made by the red dragon in the legend, it represents the 
return of the artifact. There are four. If the bow held by the person who 
claims to be the Lord of Marksman is one of them, there are three more. 


If weapons capable of razing the mountains raged on the battlefield, they 
would surely cause disasters even more terrible than dragons. 


"But, this time, you must not let Her Royal Highness Guinevere go to the 
battlefield." 


Although Guinevere insisted that she should go to the battlefield, she finally 
gave up under the petitions of her ministers. 


The courtiers didn't know how many thrilling life and death crises 
Guinevere had experienced, and still thought she was a deep bosom 
daughter who had no power to restrain her. However, now no one but her 
can carry the royal family of Asvarre, if anything happens to her, the 
consequences would be disastrous. 


Their theory is not wrong, and Lynette agrees with them in terms of 
mood. Not only agree, but loudly support it at all. 


The reason why she is still asked to deal with Percival is because she 
believes that in order to defeat Percival, she is indispensable. As far as the 
result is concerned, this is indeed the right decision. 


Tigre also personally confirmed that if there was no Guinevere at that time, 
he and Lim would definitely die at the hands of the enemy. With black and 
red weapons, the resurrected Knights of the Round Table, such a powerful 

opponent, can't be careless at all. 


According to the return of the espionage organization, it is currently 
impossible to grasp the identity of the enemy commander in the next 
battle. This is also puzzling. 


"Since you think so, it should be right. I can't judge this, " the Duke said. At 
the same time, he stared at Lynette, with an attitude like asking, "Is that 


really the case?" 


‘Did you just isolate Guinevere for her temporary safety?’ ——This seems to 
be what the Duke meant. 


— About this matter, I may be really emotional. 


Thinking of this, Lynette waved. If there will be a knight of the round table 
with black and red weapons on the battlefield, no matter how dangerous it 
is, maybe Guinevere should go to the front line to confront it. Of course, the 
premise is that Tigre and Lim must follow her and act in groups of three. 


No, it still doesn't work. This time it was a melee, unlike the time against 
Percival, there was no way to protect Guinevere's safety in the melee. 


"His Royal Highness doesn't know how to fight. He doesn't even know how 
to use a sword. Of course, she can't just let her go to the battlefield." 


Although Guinevere also took time out of her busy schedule to learn the 
most basic body protection, but with her current strength in other words, 
going to the battlefield will only hinder Tigre and others. The person in 
charge of the guidance gave heartfelt praise to the princess for her talent in 
swordsmanship, and one day she will become a superb swordsman. This 
seems to be no polite remarks. Even so, Lynette knew that the sword skills 
that he could learn in just a few months were quite limited. 


Nevertheless, insufficient combat power is likely to cause fatal injuries to 
our army. Faced with a dilemma, Lynette looked away from his father's 
face, first took a deep breath, and then said, 


"It's just - anyway, if this battle is not won, it will be exhausted." 


Once he made up his mind, Lynette took action quickly. Although she 
doesn't like gambling, she is quite confident in gambling. The most 
important thing in gambling is to have the courage to play the necessary 
cards when necessary. 


"Thank you, father. I'm going to find your Highness." 


"Are you planning to go alone?" 
"Yes. Father, please stay here for a while." 
Also, the trump card must be hidden until the last minute. 


Lynette was so determined that she must take up all the responsibilities 
alone to make her conscious. 


T 
The plain, two days south of Dunn, was the stage of this battle. 


Appearing from the north is the coalition of vassals of the Guinevere 
faction, with a strength of nearly five thousand. The commander-in-chief is 
Tigrevurmud Vorn, who has the title of "Dragon Slayer Warrior". 


The troops marching from the south were Fake Artorians with a strength of 
about four thousand. Incredibly, the identity of the commander is still 
unknown. According to the reconnaissance team's return, the front flag of 
the southern army was replaced with the flags of different lords every 

day. As a result of interrogating the single enemy soldiers, it is said that 
they did not know anything, and only received an order from Kirchester, 
asking the army to just advance. 


Logistically, the preparations are very complete. Because the military has 
released the resources reserved by the treasury without reservation, the 
grassroots soldiers are not dissatisfied. The lords above were quite confused 
about this dispatch; especially the people assigned to lead the three dragons 
were extremely nervous and trembling. 


These large dragons, called Earth Dragons, had very violent tempers when 
they first arrived, and the soldiers in charge of keeping them couldn't get 
close at all. Just when they were at a loss, a figure holding a black and red 
bow suddenly appeared. He ignored the warnings of the soldiers around 
him and approached the Earth Dragon unguardedly. 


Suddenly, all the earth dragons stopped growling, bowed their heads and 
kowtowed at this person. After stroking the heads of the three-headed 
dragons in sequence, the man gave some instructions to the soldiers 
responsible for guarding the dragons. 


"If you want to feed them, feed them a lot of raw meat, preferably lamb." 
The man left after leaving this sentence at last. 


When Tigre and Lim heard about this, they looked at each other and 
whispered, "It's that guy." The lords who listened to the report together 
asked, "Do you know this person?" When they heard this, the expressions 
on their faces turned bitter and explained to everyone present that they were 
attacked by this figure riding a flying dragon. 


"The archer riding the flying dragon...very tricky." 
"But the dragon slayer finally defeated him, right?" 


The Lords were in an uproar. Tigre shook his head and corrected their 
thoughts. 


"Correctly speaking, the opponent chose to retreat because of the surprise 
attack of Lord Limalisha. If I fight again, I am not sure that I will win." 


Tigre's extremely honest answer made the lords wonder how to react. Lim 
glared at him fiercely, asking him to "stop saying unnecessary things." 


In this way, until the beginning of the battle, intelligence about the enemy 
forces was not collected very well. 


On that day, standing at the forefront of the enemy army, the figure leading 
the army was actually... 


Chapter 1 - Battle 


Tigre is the commander-in-chief of the Guinevere Army, leading nearly five 
thousand troops. Guinevere bestowed the sturdy white army horse he was 
riding. He straightened his waist on horseback and stared at the enemy army 
gathered in the south. 


He holds the heirloom black bow in his hand, and wears a small round 
shield in his left hand. It is a small wearable shield made of dragon 

scales. Although wearing this shield will hinder archery, even so, I decided 
to try it out because Guinevere asked him: "Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, 
don't you use a shield?". Someone had seen that the shape of the shield was 
a little distorted and unsightly, so they ridiculed, but when they heard that it 
was made of scales, his face immediately turned pale. He remembered this 
episode and couldn't help but laugh. 


Next to Tigre is his partner and adjutant — — Lim. She also rode a white 
horse, wearing a double sword artifact around her waist. Her horse and 
Tigre's horse seem to be brothers. 


"At least not in the face of the dazzling sunlight." 


Tigre murmured to himself. Today’s weather is cloudy, and such weather is 
not uncommon on Asvarre Island. 


"T hope it won't rain...As long as the army moves smoothly, it is our 
advantage in terms of quantity." 


For the first time, he was tasked with commanding a formal battle, and he 
couldn't help but want to look forward. 


Although it was a command, once the battle started, all Tigre could do was 
to inspire the generals and soldiers. Because he must deal with the earth 


dragon, that is a task that no one can replace. 
At this time, there was an uproar with the surrounding princes’ troops. 


Because one of the enemy troops came out riding a horse, a young woman 
was riding a horse. She stood upright, her hair was black and shiny, and she 
was holding a black and red dagger in each hand. 


"Tam the new knight of the round table who has just been appointed by 
your majesty. My name is Alexandra." 


The woman raised the dagger in her right hand and announced her name. 
Her tone was firm and loud, and she spoke fluent Asvarrian. 


"That person is...! No, it's impossible..." 
Lim beside Tigre was stunned with surprise. 
"Lim, do you know this person?" 


"She is the Vanadis who rules the Principality of Legnica-but that's a thing 
of the past. She should have passed away a year ago." 


"There is another resurrected one?" 


Tigre sighed after speaking. He thought to himself that he must try his best 
to maintain a rebellious and steady attitude in front of the princes. Lim 
looked at the woman who claimed to be Alexandra with an anxious look. In 
this case, she must act more steadily — — she motivates herself so much. 


Having said that, she didn't expect that the person came was from 

Legnica. Two months ago, Tigre and Lim led their troops from Leitmeritz to 
support Legnica. After the death of the Vanadis, the Vanadis of Leitmeritz, 
the original ruler of Lim, Eleonora, temporarily governed the principality. 


And the dead Vanadis is now in front of him. 


"There are also many kinds of Vanadis. Is she strong?" 


The reason for asking this is that he thinks that no matter what, Alexandra 
should not be better than an excellent swordsman like Eleonora. 


However, there was a painful expression on Lim's face. 


"T used to have a mock battle before. Elen challenged Lord Alexandra with 
two other Vanadis. As a result, Lord Alexandra won an overwhelming 
victory. When I was a mercenary with Elen, I fought in various places. I 
have never seen a powerful master like her in the war." 


"The three war maidens can't beat her together? It's impossible, right?" 


"T witnessed the simulated battle with my own eyes. Although it was just a 
simulated battle, but in order to win back a city from Lord Alexandra, every 
Vanadis tried her best to challenge her." 


"This is really exaggerated." Tigre heard it and couldn't help groaning so 
low. 


Soldiers with black and red weapons appeared on the battlefield. This was 
an expected situation. In the original idea, if the enemy had a user of the 
artifact, Tigre would first deal with the three-headed earth dragon, and Lim 
would come forward to clamp down on the user of the enemy's artifact. 


In addition to the two of them, five swordsmen with high martial skills were 
selected from the army of the lords to form a special unit, and they all 
carried shields made of dragon scales. Even in the face of enemies who use 
black and red weapons, they should be able to resist. 


Lim had been so calculating, but... she couldn't help holding the reins 
tightly. 


"Let me deal with her. I won't try my best, just buy time." 
"Can you?" 


"Now I have these two swords." 


Lim gently patted the red and blue short swords on her waist. Among those 
present, Lim was the only one who actually watched Alexandra fight, and 
since she said that she could do it, she had to leave it to her. 


"Don't force yourself, you must cooperate with other people and deal with it 
skillfully." 


Although Tigre was uneasy in his heart, he could only say that as a 
commander. 


Next, the woman who called herself Alexandra began to speak 

endlessly. She said that since Artorius was resurrected and inherited the 
throne of Asvarre, all those who followed Guinevere were traitors, but as 
long as they surrendered, the merciful Artorius would not be held 
accountable. 


In the end, I did not forget to add a sarcasm-dragons are very hungry. 


So there was also a sturdy man on the side of the Guinevere faction who 
rode forward on the horse, and responded to Alexandra's words. This man's 
name was Harold, who was Lynette's eldest brother, who was also the eldest 
son of The Duke of Bridaine. The pre-war call should have been made by 
Tigre, but he refused for some reason. 


It was mainly because his Asvarre language is not good enough. Although it 
has progressed to be able to use it in daily life without any obstacles, it is 
still unable to use noble words to fight against people. 


Hero Luther stepped forward and first asked the woman who claimed to be 
Alexandra: "Who would really believe the absurdity of the resurrection of 
the dead?". Alexandra smiled and replied: "This is not what you really want 
to ask. What you want to ask is-why is it resurrected, right." 


"Unfortunately, this is not the time to talk about it. Your Majesty Artorius ’s 
idea is to prove it by action. I agree with your Majesty on this point.” 


Alexandra took the two black and red weapons back into the scabbard, and 
accompanied the soldiers next to her to offer one. 


It seemed to be an ordinary sword shoddy and shoddy. She held it, and then 
raised the sword high. 


"Tam here, Alexandra, the knight of the round table. No matter who it is, 

just step forward and challenge me. One of the reasons why I came back 

from the dead and returned to this world is precisely the regret that I can't 
satisfy on the battlefield like this!" 


Her words were the call to war. 


At this time, several knights of the Guinevere faction rushed out 
immediately. Tigre ordered his subordinates to sound the horn. The lords of 
the fake Artorius also rushed forward to protect the commander. 


There was also a horn from the enemy's direction. 


The cavalry armed with guns in the center of the two armies took the lead in 
the assault. 


Heavy clashing sounded one after another on the battlefield, wailing and 
screaming endlessly. The infantry also arrived at the line of fire, and a 
melee situation quickly formed in the middle of the plain, and the enemy 
and the enemy were inextricably mixed. 


"T thought I would fight with bows and arrows first, but I didn't expect it to 
be like this. Now the longbow troops waiting by the side may be 
useless." Harold rode up to Tigre's side. 


"How about letting the Longbow troops shoot the dragon?" 


"Forget it, normal bows and arrows can't hurt the scales of the dragon. 
There will definitely be a chance to use the Longbow-men later. Your 
Excellency, the command will be given to you first." 


"I wish luck your Excellency." 


Tigre and Harold separated, the horse turns his head toward the dragon —— 
they are standing like to sing like footsteps go forward here. 


From the enemy's point of view, they should want to dispatch the earth 
dragon before getting into a melee. This is beneficial to them. But now that 
the soldiers on both sides have formed a group, does the enemy lack a 
decent commander? 


No, since Alexandra was so provocative just now, the enemy should be 
deliberate. If the character who claimed to be the Lord of Marksman 
reported to the enemy faction about Tigre, it would not be difficult to 
understand that the enemy would adopt such a judgment. Dragons are bait, 
used to divert Tigre's attention. Because what the enemy really feared was 
that the commanders were shot and killed by Tigre one by one. In order to 
prevent this from happening, the earth dragon will be killed like this. 


Even if you know the enemy's purpose, you can't ignore the earth dragon. 
"Help me, Morgana, the good spirit." 


Tigre took an arrow up the bow, and the green-haired ring on the little 
finger of his left hand began to emit a faint green light. He seemed to hear 
Morgana's voice encouraging him. 


"Start with the front one first." 


Tigre stretched the bowstring to full, aiming at the earth dragon that was 
rushing here to release his arrows. 


The arrow shot by the black bow roared in the air, pointed directly at the 
forehead of the earth dragon, and immediately caused a violent explosion 
after hitting it. The earth dragon's head was blown to pieces, but the huge 
body continued to run a few steps because of the inertia of the sprint, and 
then fell forward. 


The heavy and huge body fell to the ground, causing the ground to shake 
violently, and dust was raised high. 


All our soldiers cheered loudly, shouting the name of the dragon slayer 
warrior to applaud him. 


"T, Tigrevurmud Vorn, have killed the earth dragon!" 
Tigre held up the black bow, as if to show his bravery. 


This is his current task. As long as this is done, the morale of our generals 
can be greatly improved. In the confrontation in the center of the battlefield, 
it seems that Guinevere's soldiers dominate. 


But — — Elite combat power is the problem. 


He glanced at Alexandra, and saw that the cavalry rushing to the raid were 
completely manipulated between her palms, and she could kill the knight 
accurately with a single swing of her hand. 


Although many of the elite troops wear shields made of dragon scales, in 
the face of her superb sword skills, shields are at best only for bravery. The 
atmosphere around the woman on the battlefield was exceptional. 


"Kill up in one go! Kill the horse first!" 


Several cavalrymen coordinated with the timing, and at the same time slew 
towards Alexandra. When Alexandra saw this, she just raised her mouth, 
then got up and stood on horseback. 


"What does she want to do!?" 


Tigre stared at her intently. At this time, she jumped into the air lightly. A 
moment later, Alexandra's horse was stabbed into a honeycomb by the 
cavalry guns. But she herself was nowhere to be seen. 


The cavalry looked around, wondering where she went. But they quickly 
got the answer, because a cavalry screamed. Alexandra jumped on the back 
of the assault horse, cut off the knight's head, and took the horse as her own. 


The remaining cavalry first glanced at each other, and then, in order to 
avenge their fellow robes, they threatened to kill Alexandra again at the 
same time. She seemed to be busy taming the horse she had just acquired, 
but it didn't go well. But she quickly jumped up again, jumped onto the 
backs of other horses, and kicked the knight's head away, turning the horse's 


head. She continuously jumped onto different horsebacks one after another 
with terrifying agility, kicked the knight off and cut his throat, grabbed the 
spear in her hand, and assassinated the other knights. She killed the soldiers 
who surrounded them one after another. 


"She's almost like a squirrel." 
Tigre couldn't help muttering. This skill is simply beyond the ordinary. 


"Bow and arrow! Shoot her from a long distance!" someone 

ordered. Countless arrows shot at the horse she was riding. Alexandra just 
wielded the sword casually, and accurately pushed away all the arrows that 
were directed at her and the horse. With so many arrows, not even one shot 
her. 


"Then, what is that woman!? Is she a Knight of the Round Table!" 


Compared with ordinary people, her physical stamina and skills are 
completely different, and no generals around her can help her. On the 
battlefield, only Alexandra formed an empty space around her. 


"Master Alexandra!" 


At this moment Lim drove up and she seemed to be going to talk to 
Alexandra. Alexandra also raised one eyebrow, pulled the reins, and turned 
the horse's head to Lim's horse. 


Seeing Lim appearing here, Alexandra seemed surprised. It seems that the 
information obtained by the enemy only mentioned the existence of the 
dragon-slaying warrior Tigrevurmud Vorn, while the existence of Lim was 
completely unexpected. 


—In this way, you should be able to buy time. 
Tigre thought so, he decided to hand it over to Lim, draw an arrow and bow 


again. The remaining two earth dragons seemed to be frightened by the 
death of their leading companion, and their pace slowed down. 


Tigre aimed carefully, then launched. The power of spirit Morgana liberated 
the power of the black bow and shot an extremely powerful arrow through 
the left front foot of the earth dragon on the left. 


This earth dragon staggered forward and fell down. The other earth dragon, 
which was leaning carelessly, was crushed, so it roared angrily, and then 
even kicked the injured dragon, that is, its own partner. 


The shot dragon also fought back angrily because of this kick. So the two 
earth dragons fought in the corner of the battlefield, and the situation was 
very tragic. 


Of course, this is a great opportunity for the Guinevere army. For the Fake 
Artorius army, the two dragons, which should have been their own combat 
power, made a noise near the army, and they seemed at a loss. The depraved 
troops closest to Earth Dragon had to retreat for safety reasons, and had no 
time to fight. 


"Your Excellency Harold, trap the enemy near the earth dragon. Let the 
longbow troops clamp down on the cavalry trying to circumvent the 
cavalry, and throw the enemy's front into chaos." 


Tigre went to the Harold who had just handed over the command. He then 
instructed him. 


"If you think this instruction is not useful, it's okay to ignore me." 


"No such thing, it's very helpful. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, you know 
the battlefield as a whole." 


Harold called the messengers loudly and sent them to convey Tigre's 
instructions to the lords to implement them. At the same time, we did not 
forget to remind our army to avoid approaching the earth dragon. 


However, unless it is a particularly whimsical person, no one should want to 
take the initiative to approach that kind of giant creature that makes a lot of 
noise. 


Several men in the enemy army screamed desperately at the feet of the two 
earth dragons. They were probably the teachers, but they were trampled to 
death. To the two giant beasts, their deaths were as insignificant as ants, still 
rioting constantly, only wanting to knock each other down. 


The place where Tigre and others are located is about two hundred alshins 
away (about two hundred meters) from the fighting earth dragons, but they 
still feel that the ground is shaking violently, and the horses are also 
terrified. The cavalry on both sides were immobile and the six gods had no 
masters, while our elite troops were isolated from the enemy's siege. 


"Please send troops with dragon scale shields to rescue the elite troops." 
"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, where are you going?" 

"T'm here to cover the rescue operation." 

Tigre finished saying this to Hero Luther and kicked his horse in the belly. 


On the advancing horseback, Tigre kept shooting arrows at the enemy army 
that was surrounding the elite troops. 


The enemy soldiers on the ground impulsively fell to the ground with an 
arrow, and the enemy soldiers who followed later fell into chaos. At this 
time, Harold ordered the troops with dragon scale shields to rush in and 

rescue the cavalry who were unable to move. 


The success of the rescue prevented the Guinevere Army from damaging 
the elite forces in a dangerous situation. 


—There is no way to continue fighting like this. In such chaos, the more 
experienced the knight, the less he knew how to act. 


Although it was Tigre himself who made such a mess, he didn't expect the 
ground to shake so badly that it frightened the horses. Horses are originally 
timid creatures, and even trained military horses cannot tolerate drastic 
environmental changes. 


Although Tigre also has this knowledge, it is still unavoidable... the strange 
battlefield environment has left both the enemy and the enemy at a loss. 


The two-headed earth dragon is still fighting. The use of cavalry at this time 
is tantamount to a fantasy. However, in the final analysis, the most 
important element in this battle is that 


Tigre comforts his horse and makes it slowly turn around, while looking 
around for Alexandra. 


Before they knew it, Alexandra and Lim had already left the battlefield, 
singled out on a slightly higher hill. 


They didn't see the other five elite soldiers following Lim, and they were 
probably killed by Alexandra. Alexandra did not draw out the black and red 
weapons, and seemed to defeat the five elite soldiers with only a borrowed 
sword. Now he is holding the kind of sword that can be seen everywhere, 
against Lim who is holding the Carnwenhan Swords of the divine 

weapon. In the eyes of other soldiers, the two sides seem to be evenly 
matched. But... 


"It was being played around at all." 


Tigre realized this fact at a glance. If Alexandra really had that plan, Lim 
would have been in a different place. 


The reason Lim hasn't died yet is because she was talking to her while 
confronting Alexandra. Lim should use this to buy time and ask why she, 
the former Legnica Vanadis, appeared in the enemy country Asvarre. 


Tigre continued to think, and in the final analysis, the reason why he and 
Lim came to this island was because the Asvarre Navy came to the coast of 
Legnica. It is now known that the forces that commanded the navy at that 
time were actually Fake Artorius. 


In other words, for Alexandra, she is now tantamount to joining the enemy 
camp that invaded Legnica, a territory originally governed by herself. Lim's 
best friend and the original monarch, Eleonora, the Vanadis of Leitmeritz, 


stood up to protect Legnica in order to abide by the last words of his best 
friend Alexandra. So now Lim's mood can be imagined, she must feel that 
she has suffered a ruthless betrayal. 


"I'm going to give you Limalisha to help out." 
"Good luck, sir Tigrevurmud. Do not let Lynette cry." 
"Please do not arbitrarily determined my relationship with her." 


Tigre said with a wry smile. After handing over the rest to the eldest son of 
Duke of Bridaine, he rode his horse to the hill where two warriors with 
artifacts faced each other. The hustle and bustle of the battlefield gradually 
faded away, and instead, the voices of Lim and Alexandra became clearer 
and clearer. The two parties are talking in Zhctedian. 


"Elen has always believed in you. Now for you, I am working hard to 
protect Legnica. Master Alexandra, please let me hear your truth!" 


"I know I'm very sorry to Elen. Um... I really feel sorry for her. But at the 
same time, I also think it is correct to follow the orders of His Majesty 
Artorius. I have to do things that must be done, so I was resurrected." 


"What must be done, what is it? What? Is that something more important 
than the friendship between you and Elen?" 
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Alexandra listened silently and let the horse back aside. Lim also distanced 
herself from her. At this time, Alexandra turned around and looked at Tigre, 
who was climbing up the hill on a horse. 


"Contemporary Bow, you have come." 
"T've heard this word before. What does that mean?" 


"It's nothing special. It probably refers to someone who can use that black 
bow. I haven't heard of the details, because the Lord of Marksman is easy to 
follow. But your Majesty should know more." 


The Majesty in her mouth should be referring to the man who called 
himself Artorius. And the Lord of Marksmen should be the archer who rode 
a flying dragon who attacked Tigre and others in the mountains before. 


"Contemporary bow, Your Majesty also said that you must not be careless 
when dealing with you only. Therefore, I will use this weapon too." 


Alexandra threw the ordinary sword in her hand aside and pulled out her 
waist. The black and red Carnwenhan Swords on the left and right hands 
were about the same length as Lim's sword. 


"My name is Tigrevurmud Vorn." 


"T'll remember you, Tigrevurmud Vorn. Yes, can you tell the situation 
before with Percival dying?" 


"In my opinion, the hand axe he holds seems to be out of control. He 
himself also irrationally kills his own people, and wants to completely 
liberate his power. The black and red weapons should be quite dangerous 
items." 


"Sure enough, I know this thing has at least that degree of risk. Your 
Majesty is really cruel." 


Could the two black and red weapons in her hand be given by the man who 
called himself Artorius? During this conversation, Alexandra actually 
offered more clues than expected. What is going on? 


"Okay, let's end the conversation. Now we all know that you and I are both 
for our loyal monarchs. We have a mission that must be achieved. The only 
thing we need to do is fight. Dragon-slayer warrior, don't hesitate to fight. 
Let me shoot an arrow. This arrow will be a symbol of farewell." 


"Take it!" 


After Tigre confirmed that the ring on his left little finger was gleaming, he 
placed the arrow on the black bow and shot it. The arrow made a loud 
noise, forming a whirlwind and shooting towards Alexandra. This arrow has 
the same power as the arrow that smashed the earth dragon's head with just 
one blow. 


Alexandra moved her right hand at will and fended off the arrow with a 
black and red sword. 


Her hand was sharp and swift, and Tigre's eyes couldn't even see what she 
did. The blocked arrow flew into the air and exploded, and the iron 
arrowhead turned into countless dust and scattered from above. 


"This body drive is really strong, really a useful body." 


Hearing Alexandra muttering to herself like this, Tigre felt cold all 

over. Before she was alive, even though she was terminally ill, she could 
still defeat the three Vanadis including Eleonora at the same time, and her 
skills must be extraordinary. Now that she was resurrected, in addition to 
the superb skills she had originally possessed, she had more powerful arms. 


And Alexandra's next sentence was even more shocking. 


"However, if you can't beat me, you are definitely not your majesty's 
opponent. The strength of that lord is far above me, and I can't match it." 


Lim's horse took a step back. 


Tigre felt an indescribable sense of oppression when he drew three arrows 
from the quiver at a time. 


"Good spirit Morgana, give me more power!" 


Tigre shot three arrows one after another. The three arrows point directly at 
the enemy's chest in exactly the same trajectory. Even if one arrow is 
blocked, the next arrow will immediately be shot through the heart. At the 
same time Lim kicked the horse's belly and moved forward. The swords in 
the left and right hands glowed blue and red respectively. 


"It's a tacit understanding." 


Alexandra smiled and waited until the two of them attacked at the same 
time when they approached him. She cut off Tigre's first arrow with her 
right hand. The arrowhead split into four pieces, two of which flew 
backwards, and the other two pointed to the swords in Lim's left and right 
hands. 


Tigre only saw her swing a sword, but in fact she swung two swords in an 
instant. 


Under Alexandra's extremely precise control, the wreckage of the 
arrowhead first shattered the other two of Tigre's arrows and caused an 
explosion. The fragments of the arrow shot at the center of Tigre's brows, so 
he raised the small round shield in his left hand in a hurry to protect his 
face. The sharp impact sounded continuously. 


Tigre lowered his body and confirmed Lim's condition. After a breath of 
time after the explosion, he saw both the swords in Lim's left and right 
hands spray out, and the red daggers and blue daggers were spinning in the 
air. 


—— Lim is in danger! 


Tigre quickly drew the arrow from the quiver, but before he could put the 
arrow on the bow, Alexandra's horse had already approached Lim's 
horse. Lim was defenseless and blank. 


When she recovered, Alexandra's figure was already in front of her. Fear 
distorted her expression and her eyes widened. 


"Lim! Run away!" 


Tigre yelled. Although he knew it was useless, he couldn't control himself 
not to shout. At the moment when the figures of the two horses crossed, the 
sword in Alexandra's left hand approached Lim. 


At that moment, a dark shadow suddenly appeared out of thin air in the 
space behind Alexandra. 


The black shadow swung down the black sickle and pointed it at 
Alexandra's neck. Tigre, who was some distance away from her, was 
dumbfounded at this sudden situation, unable to understand what had 
happened. Faced with this inexplicable sudden blow, Alexandra had to give 
up attacking Lim, jump off the horse to avoid the blow, and then rolled on 
the ground. 


A woman suddenly appeared, holding a huge sickle in her hand. With a 
pure appearance, she was wearing a pure white dress that did not match the 
battlefield at all, and a skirt decorated with roses swayed in the wind. The 
long black hair fluttered like the sea at night. At first glance, she looked like 
a boudoir daughter who would appear at the court ball. Her slender arms 
held a huge scythe about the same height as her steadily, and her purple 
eyes kept staring at Alexandra. Her lips were closed unwillingly, and she 
seemed to feel very struck by the surprise attack being avoided by 
Alexandra. 


"T thought you would have never expected this cut. I didn't expect you 
to avoid it. It was amazing." 


"T didn't expect you to come, Valentina. Is it the power of Ezeindas cutting 
through space? The cut just now... It's really good, this head is almost 
yours." 


Valentina — — Tigre heard this name in Lim's lecture, and should be one of 
Zhcted's war maidens. But in his impression, he heard that this person is 
one of the Vanadis who don't have a good friendship with Eleonora. 


—I remember that her territory seemed to be far away from 
Leitmeritz, so there was very little direct contact between the two parties. 


In the ever-changing battle conditions, Tigre recalled these things. And 
Valentina's next words are even more surprising. 


"Because Eleonora kowtowed and pleaded, I had no choice but to come 
over to Asvarre Island to see the situation. Unexpectedly, I found dead 
people walking around." 


She said. 


"This superb swordsmanship is undoubtedly that of Alexandra Alshavin 
herself. When did this island become an underworld mansion?" 


"Alexandra Alshavin is dead. Now I am a Knight of the Round Table. I 
couldn't kill by surprise attack. It's your failure so die. You have no chance 
of winning now." 


Alexandra kept avoiding the scythe, boasting calmly. 
She raised the sword in her left hand and swiped it lightly. 


In the next moment, Valentina's abdomen was deeply slit, and blood spurted 
out. 


Despite the injury, Valentina's face still showed a rebellious smile. 


"You are wrong. We won." 


Alexandra was surprised that the situation was different, and quickly raised 
her head to look up. Lim's blue dagger fell from high in the air, suddenly 
accelerated and changed its trajectory to stab at Alexandra. 


"It's the power of an artifact!" 


Even so, Alexandra still exerted an amazing explosive force, twisting her 
body in an instant, avoiding fatal injuries. The blue dagger only scratched 
her left shoulder and plunged deeply into the ground. 


Alexandra was constantly rolling on the grass, and then she stood up after 
she was far enough away. Her left arm slumped limply, and it seemed that it 
was a lot of effort to hold the sword. 


"T have visited the simulated battle between Elen and you several times. I 
know very well that it is very difficult for you to be hurt by ordinary 
means." 


"Pretty. The pair of red and blue swords seems to be the nemesis of my 
current body." 


"Yes. I think the pair of swords are shouting, insisting on your life, asking 
me to kill the resurrected dead." 


Lim held only the red dagger in her hand, and she was wary of Alexandra, 
not daring to care. The woman who appeared just now, Valentina, fell 
beside Lim. 


Although he wanted to help Valentina, he couldn't leave Alexandra 

alone. Tigre knew that it was hard to get such a powerful opponent injured 
and dismounted. If possible, he must take her life and stop worrying about 
the future. 


However, his instinct also tells him that it is impossible to do. 
Alexandra would never show any flaws carelessly again. After being 


injured, he will go all out. In contrast, Tigre and others had run out of their 
killers. 


No, in fact, there is still a last resort that can barely be regarded as a killer, 
but... 


At this time, there was an uproar from behind. It is a cheering 

voice. Probably one of the troops has the advantage. Although it was for a 
combat plan, as the commander, Tigre and his adjutant Lim were both here, 
and it was still a bit sad not to fight with the army. However, in fact, he also 
succeeded in making the earth dragon useless. If the battle continues, the 
army of Guinevere should win. 


The problem lies in the other elements-that is, the enemy's reinforcements. 


From the right, there was the sound of horse’s hooves running up the hill, 
and Tigre glanced in the direction where the sound came from. The elite 
cavalry teams of the two armies were racing up the hill. 


The trouble is that the enemy cavalry has the upper hand in terms of 
numbers. This is because at the beginning of the war, the cavalry of 
Guinevere took the lead against Alexandra and was killed a lot. 


Tigre turned and raised his bow and arrow, shooting arrows at the coming 
enemy cavalry. Almost at the same time, Alexandra also swung the black 
and red dagger in her right hand. 


With the heavy sound that shook the lungs, a strong wind blew past. The 
arrow fired by Tigre was smashed before it hit the enemy cavalry. It was 
Alexandra, who shattered his arrows with an invisible slash. 


She continued to wield the black and red sword, this time her target was the 
cavalry of the Guinevere faction. Tigre was very anxious, thinking that he 
had to protect everyone. But his location was too far away, even if he shot, 
it was too late to block her attack. 


At this moment, one of the cavalry squadrons of Guinevere sent forward 
and stood in front of the cavalry squadron. The man was thin, with a robe, 
and the hood of the robe deeply covered his head. The man raised his right 
hand forward. 


The short soldier held a familiar short stick in his hand. The front end of the 
short rod shone light, and the light formed a hemispherical protective cover 
with the front end of the rod as the apex, blocking the invisible slashing. 


"Impossible." 
Alexandra's eyes widened in surprise. 


The headwind blew on the little cavalry, and the hood covering the head 
was also blown away. The long black hair ran down, and that person was 
Guinevere. 


"Why are you here!" 


No wonder the enemy commander was so surprised. No one could have 
imagined that the leader of the Guinevere faction would hide in a guerrilla 
group composed of a few cavalries. 


All this is the game set by Lynette. She made Guinevere disguised as a 
soldier, mixed into the army of her brother and father, The Duke of 
Bridaine, and only took action when the situation was urgent. This is the 
trump card Lynette prepared. 


In the official announcement, she remained in Dunn. Most of the lords must 
believe so. And Tigre and Lim learned about this from The Duke of 
Bridaine just before the battle was about to begin. However, for the two of 
them, they hope to know earlier. 


According to Duke Bridaine, it is of course the best to prevent Guinevere 
from coming forward. If possible, Tigre and the others can make a combat 
plan without relying on Guinevere's power. This is Lynette's request. 


Of course, Tigre thought so too. But they also understood the reason 
Lynette sent Guinevere to the battlefield, so they couldn't object. 


Now is the time to need her. 


On occasions where the surrounding soldiers could hear them, they could 
only remain in Dunn as His Royal Highness, pretending to be calm, but in 


fact felt uneasy in their hearts. 


If in the face of an enemy with black and red weapons, when Tigre and the 
others have assembled all their combat power and still can't fight, 
Guinevere will come forward as a way to supplement the combat 

power. Keeping Guinevere in the army is a heavy responsibility, and The 
Duke of Bridaine must be so nervous that his stomach hurts to death. Even 
so, he still agreed to his daughter's difficult request. He believed in his 
daughter's judgment, in his experience and ability to predict the situation on 
the battlefield, and chose to let Guinevere go out at this time. 


As a result, he succeeded in regaining a city from Alexandra, who was 
gradually gaining the upper hand, and the situation was once again 
beneficial to Tigre and others. 


At this time, Tigre pointed the bow at Alexandra again, condensing the 
power of the black bow and shot an arrow. 


Almost at the same time, Alexandra raised her right hand and waved her 
sword, and shot an invisible shock wave at Tigre. Tigre's arrow was 
smashed. 


Tigre took the small round shield from his hand and threw it towards 
Alexandra. Even in the face of such an unexpected attack, Alexandra was 
able to cope with it calmly, swinging a sword with her right hand and 
sending out a shock wave, splitting the small round shield in half in the air. 


—The scales of the dragon can be split with just a shock wave! 


Although he knew that the artifact was so powerful, he couldn't help being 
surprised. 


But almost at the same time, Lim drew the blue dagger stuck on the ground 
and approached Alexandra. It turned out that Tigre's brave and 
unconscionable actions were just a cover, and the purpose was to buy her 
time. 


Alexandra could not raise her left hand, and could only use an unnatural 
posture to confront Lim with the sword of her right hand. The two swords 
continuously collided violently, making a sharp sound. 


Lim's body flew out. Even if Alexandra was forced into such a predicament, 
she still couldn't help her sword skills. Lim twisted her expression 
unwillingly. 


Even so, the time she won is still very valuable. Tigre caught the 
opportunity that Alexandra could not avoid, and the arrow finally hit her 
right thigh. 


—I finally hurt her. 


Tigre applauded inwardly. In order to grasp the opportunity of a once-in-a- 
lifetime shot, the arrow just did not gather the power of the black bow, and 
even so, she would not be able to fight in this way. In order to give her a 
fatal blow, Tigre took out another arrow and hit the bow. 


—Now, we won! 
At this moment, the situation changed again. 


Suddenly a thunder struck the battlefield. It was originally cloudy, but now 
the sky is covered with dense black clouds. Purple lightning flashed across 
the sky, and people on both sides of the enemy were killed and injured by 
thunder. 


As a result, the battlefield fell into chaos. 


This thunder is obviously not a natural phenomenon. "Where did this 
thunder come from?" "It must be the wrath of God!" The soldiers talked a 
lot, and some people said, "This is the lament of the Knights of the Round 
Table." 


Generally, soldiers have a deep sense of faith, and it is not surprising that 
when faced with extraordinary phenomena, they will think that it is the 
intervention of gods or spirits. However, this lightning strike might be... 


"Is it an enemy's artifact?" 
Tigre looked around, not knowing how to deal with it. 


Although he has heard that some of the Vanadis' dragon tools can 
manipulate the power of nature, but... even if it is a divine tool, possessing 
such power is beyond imagination. Having said that, if there are people in 
the enemy army besides Alexandra who have artifacts, shouldn't they go out 
early? Rather than fighting around in this kind of melee and not hesitating 
to hurt one's own people, it is better to try to use it to preemptively. That is 
the most ideal way to use it. Otherwise, it is time to intervene when Tigre 
and the others are fighting Alexandra, and use the artifact to deal with the 
artifact to make a decisive victory. 


Tigre's hesitation and these unnecessary thoughts made the war situation 
open. 


After the enemy cavalry paid a lot of sacrifices, one of them rushed up the 
hill, picked up Alexandra's body, and fled with his back to Tigre and 
others. The other cavalry used themselves as physical shields to block 
Tigre's rays. 


Tigre shot three more arrows immediately, quickly eliminating the two 
cavalry in the way, and seeing that the remaining arrow was about to hit the 
cavalry holding Alexandra... 


The lightning from above burned the arrow. 
"Sure enough, there is an artifact holder in the enemy army!" 


The cavalry holding Alexandra went to the other end of the hill, and finally 
disappeared. Tigre hurried up on horseback. Looking down from the hill, he 
noticed that some distance from the enemy team, a tall man was looking up 
at the hill with an unruly smile on his face. 


Green hair can be seen everywhere in the man's black hair. The hair below 
the temples is white. There is a brown skin under the leather armor, and the 


muscles of the body are very strong, and it seems that the leather armor is 
about to be broken. 


"It’s that guy!" 


The brown-skinned man had a purple electric light on his right hand. Upon 
seeing this, Tigre hurriedly tightened his bow to shoot an arrow. Lightning 
flashed through the space between the two, and the flying arrow suddenly 
exploded. If he didn't shoot the arrow, Tigre himself might have been hit. So 
Tigre quickly looked for cover and hid in a position invisible from under 
the hill. 

"Coward!" 


The man laughed loudly, and laughter came clearly through the 
wind. Guinevere rode to Tigre's side. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, I order you not to pursue it." 
"His Royal Highness..." 
"It is more important that she is right now." 


Following Guinevere's eyes, Tigre found that Lim was lying down on the 
ground. 


"Lim! W 

Tigre returned to his senses, and quickly dismounted and ran to Lim, who 
fell on the ground, and then picked her up to check. Although the armor 
was damaged, fortunately, there were no other wounds. 

"Are you okay?" 

"Tm okay Tigre." 


Although Lim frowned in pain, she nodded at him. 


"I'm fine, it's no big problem. Compared to me, go and help Master 
Valentina..." 


Hearing Lim's words, Tigre turned his eyes to the woman with the scythe 
just now. She also fell to the ground, and she didn't move. 


Guinevere got off the horse and ran quickly, panting. 


"Who is this young lady? Since she rescued you when you were in a crisis, 
she should be treated as her own?" 


"T heard her call her Valentina just now. I don't know where she was hiding. 
She suddenly appeared in this place. It seems that Lim and Alexandra know 
her." 


"So that's it, it's a Vanadis." 


Guinevere's reaction was quite sharp. She stared at the scythe held by the 
woman for a while, then turned around. 


"Treat her. Say nothing can make her die and treat her as a guest." 

She ordered the soldiers who had just arrived. 

It was raining in the sky at this time, and heavy raindrops hit everyone. 
t 


According to the soldier's report, the man manipulating the thunder and 
lightning disappeared without a trace without knowing it. The enemy also 
retreated, so the Duke of Bridaine instructed to ring the gongs and drums to 
announce the victory of the Guinevere Army. 


A large-scale battle with a scale of nearly 10,000 people came to an end, 
ending with the defeat of the fake Artorius. 


Afterwards, it was reported that, including the victims who died in the 
lightning strike, fewer than 500 people were killed in the Guinevere Sect, 
and more than 1,300 people were injured. More than a thousand people 


were killed by the fake Artorius, and the number of wounded was even 
more frightening. And the fake Artorius faction also lost three earth 
dragons. It is said that the two earth dragons who were coaxing inwardly 
suffered two injuries and died at the same time. 


Even so, the fake Artorius faction still got a lot of results. Due to the 
Guinevere faction's best effort in this battle, it now has to reorganize the 
legion. Many face-to-face knights died under Alexandra's sword, and the 
number of commanders was severely underrepresented, which became a 
more troublesome problem than the number of deaths and injuries. 


Although the fake Artorius faction has lost many troops, they can make up 
for the lost troops as long as they extend their power to the mainland and 
obtain the support of the mainland power. 


The main legions of the Asvarre Kingdom are currently deployed on the 
mainland, with a total force of more than 60,000. Even if only about 10% of 
the troops were sent to cross the sea, it would be a considerable threat to the 
current Guinevere faction. 


In other words, although the fake Artorius sacrificed a lot of troops, they 
won precious time. This is a great result. 


The Guinevere faction sacrificed time in exchange for victory and fame. 


Although the current battle has been decided for the time being, it will take 
time to prove which side will benefit in the end. 


The above is the result of this battle. 

The situation on Asvarre Island is still deep in chaos. 

As the sun sets, Tigre prays for the dead before the piles of dead bodies. 
These are the generals and soldiers on the battlefield today, all his 
subordinates. Although the battle was in a scuffle, fewer than five hundred 


people died. Such a small number can be said to be a miracle-this is what 
Harold said. Alexandra killed nearly fifty people alone, and if Lim didn't 


come forward to restrain her, the damage would have been even more 
severe. 


The earth dragon is too. If it weren't for Tigre's early subduing, our army's 
camp would be devastated. 


Tigre has minimized the foreseeable damage, and can no longer expect a 
better result than this. 


Even so, these people are still dead. This is an unchanging fact. 


Among the dead, there is no shortage of people who have talked with him 
face to face. Especially a few of the knights have drank with him. There are 
also people who have a sinister relationship with Tigre and have been 
opposed to him, and people who have praised his bow skills. 


Tigre prayed to the gods of his hometown, may the souls of the dead rest in 
peace. Although he didn't know whether the gods of Brune heard his 
prayers in this far place, he still couldn't help but pray for them. 


"Do you have to pray like this every time you fight in the future?" 


Unknowingly, Lim came to him. Tigre nodded. 


W 


"No matter how many times, I have to pray. The only thing I can do is that. 


"Your gentleness and kindness is undoubtedly a virtue. I am glad that you 
have the values of being considerate of others. But as a commander, 
sometimes you have to be insensitive. If you don't dare to let yourself die 
decisively, you may sometimes miss this opportunity. I hope you can 
remember this." 


"T will remember it in my heart." 


Although Tigre was the commander-in-chief this time, he spent most of the 
time fighting with his own power. Although this was the case for this battle, 
Tigre was unable to verify his strength as a commander, and he had to wait 

until the next battle to have a chance. 


"Not enough." 

Tigre clenched his fist. 

"[ have to be more diligent in myself." 
He swore so firmly. 


T 


After Tigre and others returned to Dunn, a few days passed. Lim was very 
tired after the war, she had to lie down and rest after getting up and walking 
a few days before; but by the third day, her vitality had been restored a lot. 


"There are still many unsolved parts about the function and mechanism of 
the artifact. And this Carnwenhan Swords is a weapon that has never 
appeared in any record. Perhaps we should use the artifact more carefully." 


Guinevere Presumably, maybe the Carnwenhan Swords needs Lim's 
physical strength to activate that extraordinary power. Tigre's black bow is 
blessed by good spirits. As for the artifact of Guinevere, the details are still 
unclear, but it may also require some price to activate its function. 


The Vanadis named Valentina, who suddenly intervened during the battle 
between Alexandra and Tigre, was seriously injured because of Alexandra's 
counterattack. Perhaps because of excessive blood loss, she has been 
sleeping since then. 


Fortunately, according to the doctor who treated her, there did not seem to 
be any damage to the internal organs. In addition, the wound was very neat 
and no scars were left after stitching. 


Guinevere believes that the reason why she has been sleeping all the time 
may be the influence of Alexandra's artifact. This time Lim was not hurt by 
Alexandra's attack without any risk. If she was hit, the consequences would 
be chilling just to imagine. It should still be possible to fight enemies with 
artifacts in the future, and you must deal with them very carefully. 


In addition, while treating Valentina, a letter was found on her body. 


The name of the recipient is written in the letter "To Limalisha". Lim 
recognized that it was Elen's handwriting at a glance. 


Tigre and Guinevere both left the scene, leaving Lim to read the letter 
alone. 


Lim, alone, read the letter. After a short period of time, she returned to Tigre 
and others. Her eyes seemed to be flushed. She is usually calm and 
unsentimental, and her cheeks seem to be red. 


"Li, Lim, if you have something to report, it doesn't matter if you want to 
report it in the future. You will first..." 


"No, I'm fine. Zhcted seems to be fighting the landing Asvarre Army at the 
moment." 


Lim’s tone seemed to reveal a little joy, and Tigre thought that should not be 
an illusion. 


"According to the report, four war maidens joined forces against the figure 
who claimed to be the king of the bow, and finally repelled him. As 
everyone thought it was necessary to investigate the other side's details, 
Master Valentina came to Asvarre Island." 


"It's the Lord of Marksman. To fight that guy alone, four Vanadis are 
required to go." 


Although there are four characters with the same strength as Elen, it is 
indeed amazing to be able to repel the Lord of Marksman. When facing 
him, Tigre and others could only be played between the palms of their 
hands, and finally relied on Lim's surprise attack to barely get out. 


Otherwise, maybe the Lord of Marksmen didn't go all out there, maybe just 
playing with it turbulently. 


"Tigre, Elen is also very concerned about your safety." 


Lim called his nickname inadvertently, and she smiled awkwardly. 


"T hope I can meet Elen." 


"It's difficult. Although it is against the same enemy, Zhcted is too far away. 
On that end, you can only believe in the Vanadis." 


"We have to cheer up and work hard." 
"Well, you are right." 


Tigre and Lim reached out their hands in unison, holding them together 
tightly. 


Lim's hands were warm. 


Although the battle was won in a general battle, the reaction of the lords 
was even more unclear than expected. 


Because many powerful knights of the Guinevere faction died in battle, and 
the knights of the fake Artorius faction proclaimed their strength 
everywhere. Although no matter how much he boasted of his personal 
bravery, he couldn't change the fact of defeat, but it seemed to be enough to 
prevent the Guinevere faction from expanding its influence. 


In order to prevent the fake Artorius from being satisfied, Lynette and 
others also publicized the reputation of the dragon slayer warrior 
Tigrevurmud Vorn and his adjutant Limalisha. 


In order to strengthen the effect of propaganda, the fact that the Vanadis 
Valentina had joined the Guinevere faction should have been propagated, 
but Lynette took a conservative attitude towards this. 


"Let's wait until she wakes up. If you don't advertise this matter carefully, 
you may be used in reverse and be accused of foreign forces' intervention." 


Alexandra, who alleged that the Knights of the Round Table, was originally 
a Vanadis. The news has gradually spread, and the lords are likely to 
speculate in private that Zhcted will intervene in this war. Even publicizing 
her death is useless, because in fact she still exists and will only be treated 
as a rumor. 


It is much easier to convince people that the news of death is a rumor than 
the unbelievable thing of resurrection. 


"If the two sides start a propaganda war and accuse each other of Zhcted’s 
backing, it will be detrimental to us. After all, the relatively senior people in 
this organization know that the dragon slayer and the adjutant who founded 
the Guinevere faction are all from Zhcted. What's more-- " Lynette 
continued to add. 


"When I first heard the news of your Highness's uprising, even I myself 
suspected that it was Zhcted who was playing it behind his back." 


"Do you think I and Lim are spies sent by Zhcted?" 


"Don't worry. When I meet you in person, I won't question you at all. Your 
Excellency Tigrevurmud is not a spy at all." 


Lynette laughed softly, and it seemed that she probably had a bitter 
expression unknowingly. 


"You are an extremely upright person. It's like a tree that stretches straight 
to the sky. A character like you will surely show its brilliance on high 
places, attracting all kinds of capable people and strangers to come and join 
you. Like a tree, like a tree. Sun-like hero, please continue to protect us 
with your canopy from now on. Please use your light to shine on our army." 


"T really can't tell whether you are boasting or hurting me." 
Tigre felt a bit wronged. 
On the whole, the Guinevere faction lags behind in terms of propaganda. 


The enemy just under the name Artorius will remind people of the founding 
ancestors and the Knights of the Round Table who are still believed by the 
people. Alexandra called herself the new Knights of the Round Table on the 
battlefield, and her active performance was no less than the legend of the 
Knights of the Round Table. 


In addition to her, there are other Knights of the Round Table who have 
come back to life to join the figure who calls himself Artorius. This is also a 
fact and it is difficult to deny clearly. Although one of them, Percival, had 
been defeated by Tigre and others... 


In addition, in the battle in the mountains, Guinevere did not publicize it, 
but hid it instead. 


Because it was a fierce battle that could change the terrain of the mountains 
and forests, it didn't look like the consequences of human power. If the 
propaganda is not cautiously, it will be regarded as an exaggerated rumor 
spreading desperately--this is Lynette's view. An expression of giving up 
appeared on her face and said: 


"Everything has a limit, and Lord Tigrevurmud’s battle has surpassed the 
limit. You should be proud of it. It’s even harder for you to fight Lord 
Limalisha and His Royal Highness against the legend of the founding of 
Asvarre. It’s a battle of confidence. Such a feat, please stay in your own 
heart and never promote it. Please understand that the lords believe that the 
legendary era is different from modern times, not reality. They have been 
living in a narrow vision and cannot Accepting such an unbelievable fact.” 


Lynette’s ironic advice was very personal, and Guinevere, who heard it 
from the side, couldn’t help but smile and say, “It’s Lynette.” But Tigre felt 
that the death fight he had struggled with was regarded as an illusion, and 
he was very uncomfortable in his heart. 


Lynette saw through his mind and said to him with a serious expression: 
"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud seems to have the virtue of underestimating 
himself." 


"What does this mean?" 


"To be nice is to be humble. Personally, in terms of ability, you have 
excellent bow and arrow skills. You should understand that alone, you are 
eligible to receive the same praise as the legendary narrative poems of the 
Knights of the Round Table. In addition, you also have the mysterious black 
bow, and the good spirits Conclusion of the contract, and finally defeated 


the holder of the artifact. If I were to judge your legendary narrative poem, I 
can only say that such a setting is too addictive and lacks authenticity." 


"What you mean is that I am a man Is it an unreal existence?" 


"Right, not only that, Lord Tigrevurmud and Lord Limalisha should take 
the flying dragon to this island. To be honest, this alone is... What kind of 
heroic legend would exaggerate personal activity like this? What's even 
more surprising is that all of this is reality." 


Lynette pretended to hold her head exaggerated and said. 


"Honestly, when I mentioned it to my father at the beginning, he scolded 
me, when I was joking." 


Her father, The Duke of Bridaine, was a young and well-calculated 

lord. Known for his martial arts when he was young, he used to be famous 
in spear games. In his old age, he inherited the realm of the Duke of 
Bridaine and accumulated richer wealth than the previous generation. It can 
be said that he is a very outstanding person. At the same time, he is a 
thorough realist. 


Tigre remembered that the first time he had met with The Duke of Bridaine, 
the Duke glared at him viciously. It seems that the reason is the matter 
mentioned by Lynette just now. 


Even so, when The Duke of Bridaine saw Tigre shot through an archery 
target 300 meters away (about 300 meters) in a military exercise, his 
attitude became quite excited and he couldn't help clapping his hands on the 
spot. 


But for Tigre, there was a problem with what the Duke blurted out at the 
time. 


"He is qualified to be Lynette's husband-in-law." 


Because of the words of the Duke, Lynette's brothers sometimes still cast a 
restrained look on Tigre. 


Among the sons of The Duke of Bridaine, all three people except for 
Harold loved the little sister Lynette, who was much younger than them, 
and even loved them very much. All three of them are brawny men with 
natural physiques, their sword skills and spear skills are superb, and they 
are also well-known in Asvarre. In previous battles, they beheaded many 
enemy knights, which further enhanced their prestige. 


For Tigre's attitude, the only exception was the eldest son, Harold. "My 
little girl is as hot as a Hummer. I didn't expect there is a rider who can tame 
her in the world." He said to Tigre happily. But Tigre didn't want such 
appreciation at all. 


Lynette continued to explain the enemy's threat. 


"The problem is, in this battle, it was discovered that the enemy also had 
legendary powerhouses, and not just one person. Especially the fake 
Artorius..." 


In the Guinevere faction, the person who called himself Artorius is called 
"Fake Artorius." They insisted that it was not the ancestor, but the rebel 
who pretended to be the ancestor, and that only Guinevere was the only heir 
to the orthodox king. This is the foundation and philosophy of the 
Guinevere School. 


But the fake Artorius left many eye-catching rumors long before he 
attacked the king of Kirchester. 


When they first appeared in the port town, there were only a few of 

them. But within a few days, he overwhelmed the residents of Minato 
Town, and finally occupied the port as the king, formed an army, and tamed 
the dragon, and brought a group of men and women who were suspected to 
be Knights of the Round Table. What's more, even though he himself is 
one-armed, he has never been defeated in any duel... 


Tigre remembered what Alexandra had said-if she could not even win, it 
would be impossible to defeat Artorius. 


Alexandra's own combat prowess is also quite daunting. Even if they were 
fighting against Tigre, Lim, and Valentina who suddenly appeared out of 
thin air, they could still fight evenly, even causing Valentina to suffer fatal 
damage. 


Valentina is still asleep now, and Lim would have suffered fatal injuries 
without the artifact. 


At that time, Valentina was able to suddenly appear from behind Alexandra 
because of the dragon's ability she possessed. 


The Scythe Ezeindas... According to Lim, the dragon tool has the ability to 
move to other remote locations in an instant. Jumping in space regardless of 
distance--how absurd it sounds, but some of the artifacts that Tigre has seen 
also have powers that cannot be explained by common sense. 


Valentina said at the time that "I came here by the begging of Eleonora.", 
but he doesn’t know how many of these words are true. But since she was 
carrying Eleonora's letter to Lim, maybe something similar actually 
happened. 


Regarding the content of the letter, there are many parts that have to be 
confirmed with Valentina. In any case, the details can only be said when she 
wakes up. 


Fortunately, her condition is fairly stable. According to the doctor, it will 
only depend on how strong her willpower is to survive. 


"Master Valentina used to stay in her own territory for a long time because 
of her infirmity and sickness. However, according to the doctor's diagnosis, 
she is currently in good health except for her injuries," 


Lim said. 


"However, it is also possible that she is actually terminally ill, but she 
seems healthy... However, I think we should treat her as a very cautious 
person." 


"You mean this human city is deep, should we watch out for her?" 


Tigre said bluntly, and Lim nodded in agreement. After all, Lim had dealt 
with all kinds of lords in Zhcted, and her opinion should be worthy of 
reference. 


T 


Due to the fact that the lords who took refuge in the Guinevere faction were 
forced to reorganize the army, Tigre temporarily resigned as the 
commander-in-chief. 


Lynette once accused him of lacking the ability to do business as a 
commander-in-chief himself. In fact, Tigre has many other things that he 
can do. The situation is urgent now, but there is no time to idle a talent like 
him. 


For example, the nobles who gather in Dunn hold banquets almost every 
day, but they are not for fun. In order to reorganize the corps, the 
establishment of contacts is very important. And Tigre is a hot heartthrob at 
the banquet. Everyone wanted to talk to him, and the higher the rank, the 
more afraid of offending him. After all, he refuses to accept any gifts, he 
never drinks too much wine, and even more dismissive of the female sex. In 
order to at least maintain a relationship with Tigre, many, many people 
lined up to chat with Tigre. The same situation persisted even after Tigre 
temporarily stepped down as a commander. 


"I feel very tired...Is it necessary to attend the banquet?" 
He once asked Lim. 


"You have to go. Now you must let everyone understand that you are not a 
son of a god or spirits. You are just an ordinary human being, but a good 
person who is a little good at archery. This is necessary. Otherwise, you will 
be deified one day. He was worshipped like a knight of the round table." 


Tigre didn't want to be like that at all, so he scratched the back of his head 
and attended the banquet obediently. 


After a paragraph on the merits, Guinevere asks Tigre for her help. 


His help is to peel off the dragon's scales. The earth dragons that were 
defeated in the last battle have been transported to the outskirts of Dunn in 
special carts, and everyone decided to remove the scales of these dragons 
for processing. 


At the beginning, they found a knight with great abilities and tried to cut the 
dragon scales. 


The knight swung his axe at the dragon's corpse, but the axe was bounced 
away. The knight who slashed with all his energy could only hold his numb 
hand with a blank face. Other knights also tried voluntarily, but the end 
result was the same whether it was with a sword or a gun. Even weapons 
such as famous swords can't hurt the dragon scales at all. 


Everyone had been busy for a whole day in vain, and finally had to admit 
that Guinevere who was qualified to use the royal secret scepter could only 
carry out the work of dismantling the dragon scales. 


In order to protect the princess during the operation, a strong person who is 
as sharp as an eagle and can deal with black and red weapon holders must 
guard it. Guinevere’s cronies always reminded their beloved princess that 
she must never leave Tigrevurmud Vorn’s side. 


A small number of shields made of dragon scales in the villages in the deep 
mountains were effective in the last battle. 


These shields were mainly issued to knights with extremely high strength. 
Ironically, Alexandra, who possessed the artifact, killed most of 

them. However, when dealing with other enemy soldiers, it did exert a 
defensive effect called a copper wall and an iron wall. People who returned 
from the battlefield were also quite sure of the effect of the shield, and said 
that although the battle immediately developed into a melee, if it can be 
made into a large shield in the future, it should also be able to play a 
considerable protective role for the longbow. 


So Guinevere is going to "test the scales" again. 


Guinevere tied her body with a rope and hung down from the back of the 
earth dragon, sweating profusely and using the power of a short stick to cut 
the scales of the earth dragon. When the knights on the side saw this, they 
all exclaimed. After removing the scales, Guinevere cut it into an 
appropriate size on the spot, and punched holes in the upper part, and the 
full-time blacksmith respectfully took the scales from her hand. 


"Continue to cut one. Come and go over there again." 


Her Royal Highness triumphantly instructed the knights who were 
responsible for pulling the rope on the dragon's back. They were all 
powerful men. Soon after, the second scale fell, making a heavy noise and 
sinking to the ground. The people watching from the side exclaimed again. 


This operation continued for several days repeatedly. 


This is not a show for people to visit, and the surroundings are still 
surrounded, and it is strictly forbidden to get close. But because the 
landscape is so strange, the residents of the town still couldn't help but 
gather. So some people came here to set up a Stall to do business, and in the 
evening, a bard narrated the situation of the princess trying the scales with 
poems in the hotel. In less than a few days, the operation site of the test 
scale has become Dunn's famous sight. 


"It should be forbidden to visit anyone and severely punish the poet who 
wrote the scene of your Highness's test scales as a song-some lords 
responded to this opinion to me." 


One day, Lynette told Tigre. 

"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, I want to hear your opinion." 

"T don't think I need to worry about them." Tigre said frankly. 

"Some poets even ridiculed Her Royal Highness Guinevere with songs." 


"For example, what kind of song? Can you tell me?" 


"For example, there are rumors that His Royal Highness has a great 
relationship with the Dragon Slayer hero, day and night." 


Look. Lynette said nonchalantly, and Tigre couldn't help frowning. 


"That's pretty good. At the palace banquet, the young sparrows babbled 
even more unbearable rumors. After all, half of these words are true. 
Usually, people often witness your Excellency chatting with His Royal 
Highness.” 


In fact, Guinevere did often talk to Tigre when she was cutting the 
scales. After all, the knights and the blacksmiths stood far away politely, 
and apart from Tigre, Guinevere had no other subjects to talk to. Coupled 
with the fact that they have spent many lives and deaths together, it is 
natural that they will feel close. 


For Tigre, Guinevere, who was sweaty and busy with work, was also a good 
talker. Although she sometimes murmured, and often asked Tigre to take 
things, help and hold things, it made Tigre feel very long-winded, but the 
side of Guinevere also reminded Tigre of his childhood among friendly 
hunters, and their strong wives. 


And at this time, Guinevere was not wearing a dress, but a work 

clothes. This appearance didn't look like a princess, which made Tigre often 
couldn't help treating her with a close attitude. This kind of situation is seen 
in the eyes of others, and they will think that there is a special relationship 
between the two is understandable. 


In this narrow circle, the so-called special relationship refers to the 
relationship between men and women. Those who only know to talk about 
this kind of rumors can only think from a narrow point of view in their own 
circles, and spread the rumors everywhere as facts. 


Even so... 


"T still think I can ignore them. Your Royal Highness sweats hard for the 
knights. This is a fact. In the future when negotiating with the princes, it 
will be a favorable factor." 


Tigre thought a little bit. After that, he answered Lynette like this. 


"Even if someone ridicules you for being a follower of your Highness, don't 
you mind?" 


"Tam a Brune and I will leave here one day. I won't take this level of 
rumors to heart." 


Tigre once again shows that he doesn't care about any mockery. A gentle 
smile appeared on Lynette's face, and she bowed her head to apologize. 


"I was testing you just now, please forgive me. For the sake of prudence, let 
me express my opinion. Even if you become close to Your Highness, I don't 
think it will do any harm. If there are more dragon-slaying warriors in the 
royal blood. That's a good thing too." 


Tigre's face became unsightly. This is not a good thing for him, and the 
deep-seated daughter in front of him is obviously optimistic. 


No, she said that, she meant that it didn't matter whether Tigre and 
Guinevere became close or not. She had proposed to marry Tigre before, 
which should have the same meaning. Being able to be an in-law is of 
course the best, but even if it doesn’t have to be, Tigre will never betray an 
object of goodwill. Lynette has long seen through Tigre’s character. 


Politicians must try to make things work to their advantage no matter which 
direction they go. This is something Lim had taught Tigre before. At the 
same time, two-tier and three-tier countermeasures, or even four-tier and 
five-tier strategies, are of course natural, as long as the benefits can be 
captured. If there is no way to do this, they will not be able to formulate 
policies that govern the life and death of themselves and the people. 


"His Royal Highness likes legends of heroes and trusts His Excellency 
Tigrevurmud, and the public will feel more at ease. This is good or bad, 
isn't it?" 


This is also to set up one of the internal affairs. Lynette finished speaking 
and clapped her hands. 


But Tigre is the son of Brune's nobles. Although Alsace is a borderland, he 
is undoubtedly the heir of the dignified count's family. The reason for 
participating in this war was to return to Zhcted from Asvarre. In addition, 
it is also regarded as a spiritual journey to broaden the knowledge; 
everything is to prepare for the future governor of Alsace. 


"T can't meet your expectations in this regard," 


Tigre said with a bitter expression. Lynette put out her tongue 
mischievously and said, "That's really a pity. I have a chance to win you 
Over again." 


"T hope you can give up." 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, I remember you are the son of the Earl 
Vorn, the family in the place of Alsace. Suppose your territory is invaded 
and the people are living in fear. At this time, there is a heroic knight who 
can pass by with a thousand enemies. In other words, you will also want to 
be unscrupulous. Keep him, don't you?" 


What she said was completely reasonable, and Tigre couldn't refute it at all, 
and could only be silent. The reason why Tigre left Alsace was also to 
become a competent lord. 


However, after Lim heard about this incident, she reprimanded Tigre 
mercilessly and said, "You can't refute what she said like that. It means you 
still have to learn as a lord." 


"Otherwise, how should I return to her?" 


"You have to think for yourself. Instead, I want to convince you that instead 
of appealing to affection, I will start from the perspective of practical 
interests. If I want to keep you, I will say that the experience accumulated 
here is Help your growth." 


This is exactly what Lim said when he persuaded him to leave 
Alsace. Thinking of this, Tigre smiled bitterly. 


"Lim knows me better than anyone else." 


"I'm honored. But if you want to pursue women, you may not be charming 
enough to say that." 


More and more people gathered in Dunn, the town became more and more 
lively, and even a new town was formed outside the city wall, which can be 
regarded as the second Dunn town. The people living here are mainly 
refugees and businessmen, and the public security is a bit bad. However, the 
armies of the lords of the Guinevere faction were all deployed around, 
monitoring them very closely, and it seemed that riots and other incidents 
would not occur. 


Second, the existence of Dunn Town made it easier for the princes’ army to 
buy and sell, and the most prosperous business was prostitutes. 


Recently, Tigre has often been running around in order to mediate jealous 
soldiers. Even soldiers who are drunk and troubled will settle down with a 
cold face when they see the black bow that can be said to be a symbol of 
dragon slaying. 


Recently, people often refer to Tigre as the Master Archer. 


"Master Archer, isn't it? This title is very similar to that of the Lord of 
Marksmen. It's incredible." 


Upon hearing this title, Guinevere muttered to herself, and Tigre heard it 
too. Now the two are busy taking off the scales of the earth dragon while 
chatting. 


The scorching sun made her skin hot, and Guinevere's face was slightly 
tanned. Today, Guinevere still worked diligently to remove the scales on the 
corpse of the earth dragon with no signs of corruption. 


After working all day, Guinevere could make a shield for ten people by 
craftsmen. Since the lives of ten knights could be saved, the lords also came 
to beg for scales. the life of a trained knight can cost dozens of civilian 
soldiers. 


There are even generals who think that as long as enough scales can be 
assembled for an entire unit to use, the tactics may be changed accordingly. 
Therefore, they are actively studying tactics in the corner of Dunn 

Town. Sometimes Tigre and Lim are also invited to participate in 

research. The bold tactics announced by some young knights even surprised 
Lim. 


"The Lord of Marksmen? This is the first time I have heard of it." 
Tigre asked candidly. 
"What kind of legend is that?" 


"The Lord of Marksmen is the character who appeared in the anecdote of 
one of the Knights of the Round Table, Galahad." 


Guinevere explained in a spirited expression. 


"Galahad defeated the dragon in a place named Brugas. In some versions of 
the legend, he was helped by an archer from a foreign country in the 
process of defeating the dragon. It is said that the archer used It is a black 
bow, the arrow has a long range, and it can easily shoot through the scales 
of the dragon. However, there is no such thing as the Lord of Marksmen in 
the official history compiled by the kingdom, even someone who is familiar 
with the Knights of the Round Table, I don’t necessarily know this story.” 


Guinevere once collected anecdotes about the Knights of the Round Table 
in various places in Asvarre. Lynette also used his position to collect 
legends from various places. It seems that this is an anecdote that few 
people know, only people like them know. 


"It's really curious." 


Although it was just a small chat, it was something related to the Knights of 
the Round Table after all. Tigre carefully confirmed that no one else around 
was listening, and at the same time spoke to Guinevere. She was holding a 
short staff and gestured unwieldly on the dragon's corpse. 


"If you take into account what Alexandra, the knight of the round table, 
said, you might be able to figure out the details of the character who claims 
to be the Lord of Marksman. After all, the legend says that the black bow 
that even dragon scales can penetrate will make I think of the black bow in 
my hand." 


"But it can only be regarded as a strange story after all, or it may just be 
mixed with the content of other legends. There are people in the Kirchester 
Academy who have very detailed research on this aspect, but... ..." 


Guinevere said eloquently, but couldn't speak anymore. Kerchester is 
occupied by a figure who calls himself Artorius, and the whereabouts of the 
people who originally worked there is completely unknown. Perhaps she 
escaped safely, but she couldn't hold on to optimistic expectations. 


"If Galahad is also resurrected, maybe you can ask him himself." 
To ease the depression, Tigre said jokingly. 
For his caring, Guinevere responded with a smile. 


"T didn't feel in the mood to think too much when facing Percival, but to be 
honest, I actually have a lot of things to ask the Knights of the Round Table. 
Then let me ask you questions." 


She replied. 


The two at this time never expected that they would really have a chance to 
talk to Galahad afterwards. 


T 


In the recent period, some lords began to advocate that "they won the battle 
but still could not win over the lord to join, because the high-level 
organization of the Guinevere faction is mainly managed by women and 
foreigners." 


In fact, the leader Guinevere is a woman, and Tigre, Lim, Lynette and other 
important positions are indeed foreigners and women. However, Lynette 


always retreats behind the scenes on official occasions and asks her father, 
the Duke of Bridaine or his brothers, to come forward. It seems that it 
should not be easy to be criticized... 


But Lynette is too good, plus she is better than her. Many older brothers 
obeyed her, and the lords who resided in Dunn saw these things in their 
eyes, so now she is the first to be criticized. 


"This is just a common faction struggle. His Excellency Tigrevurmud and 
Limalisha have been implicated for no reason, and I feel very sorry. But my 
father warmed us that we should be low-key these days." 


This is the official residence of Guinevere in Dunn. 


Although Lynette said so on her mouth, her expression didn't look like she 
wanted to reflect at all, and she put out her tongue mischievously. 


"That's the way it is, so I will leave Dunn for a while. My responsibility has 
been handed over to my father and my brothers. Please do not hesitate to 
call and spur them." 


Guinevere smiled bitterly when Lynette said this. stand up. Tigre is 
currently serving as a guard next to Guinevere, and the scene of the two 
girls communicating in front of him seems a little warm and lovely. 


However, Lynette turned to him at this time. 


"Therefore, I hope that Your Highness can lend me the Dragon Slayer 
Warrior as a guard." 


"Oh, Lynette, how dangerous are the lengths you are going to go?" 


"I'm going to find the lords who are still on the sidelines. The first person I 
should see should be Viscount Amie in the southwest. I intend to use the 
reputation of the dragon-slayer warrior to encourage him to take refuge in 
us." 








(A 


"Oh yeah~ "Guinevere replied, looking very happy. Upon seeing this, Tigre 
immediately realized that the two had actually agreed beforehand. Lim, 
who happened to walk into the office, first showed a surprised expression 
upon hearing this conversation, and then sighed deeply. 


"Your Majesty, please forgive me. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud is by 
nature upright; please don't make fun of it too much." 


"Oh, there are no outsiders here. You can call him by his nickname as usual. 
"Tigre." 


When he was alone with Tigre recently, Lim would call him by a small 
name like this. Although the two tried their best to conceal the incident, 
they seemed to have leaked the news unknowingly. Lim's expression 
remained the same, and after a moment of silence, he glared at Tigre with 
dissatisfaction for some reason. 


"It's not what I said." 
"Look, you are so careless when you speak. That's the problem." 


Guinevere and Lynette laughed softly from the side, which made Tigre 
embarrassed. 


"Your Excellency Limalisha, that's what happened. Please lend me your 
Excellency Tigrevurmud a little bit." 


"Lynette-mam, let alone borrowing or not. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud 
was not originally mine." 


She seemed to be awkward. Thinking of this, Tigre felt a headache. At this 
time, he had a plan. 


"T heard that there were many deserters when the Fake Artorius army was 
defeated and retreated. I think someone still needs to clear the way first." 


Tigre finished speaking and looked at Lim. 
"Let me and Lim go to clear the threats along the way. Lim, can you?" 


"That... that's what it said. This is a good demonstration. Fortunately, I can 
do it for my job. It shouldn't be a problem to hand it over to them 
temporarily. Your Majesty, you can lend me and His Excellency 
Tigrevurmud a handful of troops. Is it?" 


After thinking about it for a while, Guinevere agreed to the proposal. For 
her, Lynette's safety is irreplaceable and important. 


Before long, the group is ready to go. 


In fact, Lynette's visit to the lords is a strategic move. For the princes, the 
daughter of the Duke of Bridaine came to visit as a messenger, and no one 
could neglect it and had to receive it. 


In addition, the group also decided to bring the fragments of dragon scales 
as a gift to those lords who could not express their opinions, and at the same 
time let them see the dragon slaying warrior in person. In this way, even if 
you don't need to show force, you can still have sufficient bargaining chips. 


Tigre and Lim led ten knights as an advance team, all cavalry. 


Lynette's guards were eight knights, and ten other maids followed. The 
daughter of The Duke of Bridaine visits the lords as the prime minister's 
adjutant, which is already the smallest ostentation. Starting with the 
smallest amount of manpower, the purpose is to avoid being criticized for 
using the forces of the Guinevere faction for private purposes, and also to 
avoid making the opposing lord feel threatened by force. 


For this reason, the advance team never enters the opponent's territory, but 
clears obstacles along the way, turning back before entering the target 


territory. Among the advance team, only Tigre and Lim would meet with 
Lynette's men. 


In the unlikely event that the opposing lord intends to capture Lynette in the 
territory and give it to the fake Artorius faction, they can only rely on Tigre 
and Lim to deal with it. Depending on whether they want to settle the 
situation or bring Lynette If they want to escape, they have to try to return 
to the sphere of influence of the Guinevere faction. This is a very important 
responsibility, and Tigre can skillfully climb mountains at a young age. His 
knowledge and experience will definitely come in handy. 


But if this happens, the Guinevere faction will do everything in its power to 
defeat the lord. Lynette's power is so great. 


It is no wonder that many people in the organization regard her as a thorn in 
the eye. 


T 


Lynette finished the preparations for departure neatly with hands and feet, 
and after explaining some things to the remaining subordinates, he went to 
Guinevere's room. Even if she didn't say anything, Guinevere knew she had 
to make a good tea first, and waited for her in the room alone. 


"I have ordered everyone not to come in for the time being. Lynette, can 
you accompany me for a cup of tea?" 


"Of course, Guinevere." 


Only at this time, Lynette will also call her Royal Highness by her 
name. She knew that Guinevere wanted her to call it that way. There is 
usually a difference in position between the two, and someone may be 
eavesdropping nearby anytime and anywhere. What's more, the princes' 
criticism of Lynette was particularly strong this time. 


The two sat facing each other, enjoying black tea with a lot of goat's milk 
and baked biscuits. 


"Actually I am very worried. Can you change your mind and stay in Dunn?" 
"You can't do that until now. You know this best, Guinevere." 
"But I'm just worried." 


Guinevere stared at Lynette with an awkward expression on her face, she 
hadn't seen such an expression for a long time. That's an expression that 
only appears when the two are alone. Except for Lynette, Guinevere's 
unknown side was never seen. 


"Furthermore, Lynette, you are not like me, you are not used to traveling." 


As your Royal Highness Princess, accustomed to traveling is the big 
problem. Thinking of this, Lynette laughed bitterly. 


"T will sit in the carriage during the trip. The maids and knights take care of 
everything. To me, it is like a short vacation. I regard this as your reward for 
my hard work during this period. " 


What kind of reward is banishing you! It's all those guys...!" 


Guinevere's hand clenched her fist on the table, and the teacup shook 
slightly. 


"You must not speak ill of them. It is natural to beware of treacherous 
officials approaching the monarch, not to mention that I am an arrogant 
woman who relies on the power of my father duke to do whatever he 
wants." 


"T didn't think so at all, not at all!" 


Lynette smiled. She feels very pleased that her best friend is so angry for 
herself and does not consider gains or losses at all. 


"I need you. You must come back to me again." 


Guinevere said, her expression was extremely sincere, it was like a 
confession of love - Lynette thought so. 


So Lynette was about to set off. Guinevere came to the door of Dunn in the 
town to see her off. Lynette waved to her and got into the carriage. The 
three carriages and eight cavalry set off slowly, following the footsteps of 
Tigre and Lim who had set off the day earlier. 


Eight days have passed since the battle ended. 


Chapter 2 - The King of Cats 


Since reading the letter written by Eleonora, Lim has been a bit listless. Is it 
because of homesickness or still worrying about her best friend? 


"T can't help but think about what will happen after I reunited with Elen." 
She whispered her thoughts. 

"How on earth should I tell her about Lord Alexandra?" 

"Thinking now is no way." 

"We will inevitably have to face her with a sword." 


Tigre couldn't help holding Lim's head into his arms. In the middle, 
listening to her choking in his arms, he didn't say anything, just hugged her 
quietly. 


After that, a few days passed. Tigre and Lim were both very busy, and 
hardly had time to meet each other. Before leaving Dunn, the two wanted to 
arrange a time to be alone anyway. 


The night before departure, Tigre and Lim were drinking and admiring the 
moon in a room in the mansion. It just so happened that the Duke of 
Bridaine had just given him a fine wine. Tigre suggested that if you want to 
drink it, you should drink it together. Lim agreed. 


"The moon here is different from the one seen in Alsace." 
"What do you think is different?" 


"The outline is a little fuzzy." 


Lim looked up and stared at the moon for a while, then shook his head and 
said, "I still think it looks the same. In terms of eyesight, I really am not as 
good as you, Lord Tigrevurmud." 


"Call me Tigre. Now there is no one else here." 


"But there is no guarantee that it won't be heard by anyone. That would not 
be an example for the subordinates...no, it's not." 


Lim was silent for a while, and then nodded to him as if he had made a 
certain determination. 


"Tigre." 
"Um. Lim." 
"We must go back. Back to Zhcted, back to Alsace." 


The journey unexpectedly became much longer, and there was a lot more 
worry. Both of them could not help themselves and were implicated in the 
unexpected trend. 


He originally planned to go back before the end of summer, but now it 
seems that even in autumn, he won’t necessarily go back. 


That's why he has to say it specifically to make his determination stronger. 
"Well, we must go back." 


Tigre poured wine for Lim, which was the last glass of wine. Lim picked up 
the glass and drank half of it, then handed it to Tigre. Tigre laughed and 
drank the rest of the wine. 


"Definitely." 
T 


Tigre and Lim led ten knights on the road southwest of Dunn. The terrain in 
this area is mountainous, and there are forests near the mountains, so there 


are many places to hide. According to the intelligence of nearby villagers, 
no merchants have passed this road in the past few months. 


The advance team disguised as a caravan and drove two carriages along the 
way. In order to attract unscrupulous people, the knights disguised 
themselves as weak-looking businessmen. 


As a result, there were two attacks by bandits in these three days, and they 
were all soldiers who died after the defeat. 


"In a place just a few days away from Dunn, public security has 
deteriorated so much. This is a very serious problem." 


The advance team declined the welcome from nearby villages, and when 
they were camping some distance from the village, Tigre and Lim discussed 
the matter. Although the advance team had repelled all the bandits who had 
attacked, they found that the situation was rather precarious. 


"The villagers may also collude with the bandits." 


This is exactly why Lim refused to welcome the village. It is said that this is 
very common in areas with poor public security. 


Tigre thought for a while, then suddenly changed the subject. "By the way, 
about this mushroom..." 


The bowl in his hand was filled with stewed vegetable soup, which was 
stewed with mountain vegetables and mushrooms bought from the 
villagers. Everyone has a bowl of soup in his hand, and each bowl has a 
large mushroom in a complete shape. When they first started eating, the 
knights all bit the mushrooms tremblingly. 


After actually eating it, he discovered that this mushroom is very delicious, 
and the taste is somewhat similar to that of pork, so everyone ate it with 
relish. 


"Is this kind of mushroom rare in this area?" 


He asked the knights. The knights said that at least they had never seen this 
mushroom. 


"It should be the villagers who sold us whatever they picked." 


"No. What I want to say is that this kind of mushroom grows in the forest of 
my hometown. Hunters call it "Mountain Pig Mushroom" because it tastes 
like mountain pork," 


Tigre explained. The information on mountain vegetables and mushrooms 
that can be sold at a good price is actually very valuable. The villagers only 
share this information among themselves, which can be said to be a 
valuable asset. 


"It was the same in Alsace. I just happened to be acquainted with the 
hunters. They told me where to get good mountain vegetables and 
mushrooms, and they repeatedly reminded me not to share this information. 
Listen. It is said that this mushroom grows in a special place, and the 
quantity that can be harvested is not much. The villagers here are willing to 
sell us twelve." 


Although it is bought with money, it is definitely true for the villagers who 
sell vegetables. 


"What do you mean by this?" 


"When we showed that we were actually knights disguised as merchants 
and came to drive out the bandits, the villagers’ reaction seemed to be 
dubious. So far, they must have been disappointed many times. Even so, 
they still put this kind of wild pig mushroom that was sold to us, which 
means that they have expectations of us. So I think they should not be the 
minions of the bandits." 


After listening to Tigre's speech, the knights were amazed. 


"So many things can be observed from a single mushroom..." 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud has been good at sympathizing with the 
people before." 


Lim looked surprised as well, and Tigre smiled triumphantly. 


"That's the way it is, so... Lim, I want to respond to their expectations, 
okay?" 


"It may take some time to get around beyond the destination, but let's go to 
a battle. Then we will go to the forest. Go." 


Some knights didn't join the conversation, they stood a little far away from 
the campfire. Tigre discussed the matter with them in the past, and then 
everyone decided to settle in a nearby village. 


"The condition of the carriage is not very good, so let the caravan take a rest 
here for a few days. We can only bring two people together." 


The densely forested mountains are Tigre's best terrain. And if the number 
of people is too large, it is easy to leave traces, and there may be extra 
branches. 


The next day, Tigre and Lim took the two knights to the mountain near the 
village and into the tall wooded forest. The knights were ordered to take off 
the iron armor and wear only the leather armor under the iron 

armor. Because wearing heavy iron armor is not conducive to climbing, it 
will also make noises, which may alarm the beasts in the mountains and 
forests. People who are accustomed to acting in the forest are also 
particularly sensitive to these movements, and there is no need to kindly 
inform the bandits of their visit. 


Soon after, a group of people found several human footprints on the path 
stepped by the beast. They followed in their footsteps. 


They soon found an abandoned house, which seemed to be a den of 
thieves. It was a small wooden house built by the river. It was supposed to 
be a facility used by people picking mountain vegetables. 


There seemed to be a few people in the room. So the group quietly 
approached the cabin while paying attention to the trap, listening to the 
movement in the house. They can hear the screaming and sometimes 
moaning sounds of the men, and there may be injuries or illnesses in it. 


"There aren't even people who hold the wind." 


It seems that although these people are soldiers who have received military 
training, they don't know how to survive on the mountain at all. They 
followed the fake Artorian lords, obeyed the orders to the battlefield, and 
finally fled in a crushing defeat. As a deserter, you have a family but you 
can't return... The last battle, they don't know how many people fell into this 
situation? What is certain is that one of the reasons that made them become 
bandits is the existence of the Guinevere faction such as Tigre. Although 
this is commonplace in military strategists, it is still very embarrassing. 


"Tigre, what are your plans next?" 
"It's better to persuade you to surrender honestly." 


Tigre thought for a while, and then led Lim and the knights to hide in the 
grass some distance from the cabin, and then left half-open the goalkeeper 
shot arrows to the floor inside the house. The sound of arrows in the floor 
seemed to have awakened the men. There was a commotion in the room, 
and then someone yelled "Who!" with excitement. The voice sounded a bit 
high. 


"We are from the Guinevere faction. As long as we surrender obediently, we 
won't hurt you." 


Hearing that, there was another commotion in the house, and the broken 
door opened with a creaking sound. The thin young man poked his head 
out, looking like a teenager in his age. He raised his hands in a pose of 
surrender. 


"T have a request. Please give us medicine and save our companion." 


Tigre and Lim looked at each other. 


After a while, Tigre put the arrow on the bow and lifted the bow out of the 
grass. The knight hurriedly tried to stop him, but Lim stopped the knight 
with a look in his eyes and signaled "no problem." 


When he saw Tigre, the thin boy couldn't help but exclaimed in a low voice. 
"It's a dragon slayer!" 


In that battle, many people in the enemy army also saw Tigre. This is no 
wonder, after all, he is fighting the dragon in the most conspicuous position. 


The people in the house seemed to have heard the boy's exclamation, and 
there was another commotion. Before long, two people walked out of the 
door. They are also very young, and some look even younger than Tigre. 


The young soldiers knelt on the ground in unison. 
"Dragon slayer warrior, please! Please save our captain!" 


The completely unexpected development caused Tigre to put down his bow 
and arrow somewhat at a loss. 


In addition to the three teenagers living in this abandoned hut by the river, 
there is also a middle-aged man who is said to be their chief. In that battle, 
they took advantage of the chaos and escaped from the battlefield, but they 
couldn't return to their team. They kept hiding on the mountain and chewing 
the roots of trees to survive. The man called the captain had a high fever a 
few days ago and is now too weak to get up. 


The middle-aged man was lying on the ground deep in the house, with hay 
spread under his body. Tigre went in to check his condition and found that 
his whole body was trembling slightly, which was a symptom he was 
familiar with. 


"He has lynx fever. Fortunately, it is still too late. If it is two days later, it 
may be dangerous. Go and gather herbs for me." 


Tigre told the teenagers the characteristics of herbs, and they all stepped on 
the stumbling block. The footsteps rushed out, so Tigre asked the two 


knights to follow them. Although it may be nosy, but letting the teenagers 
look for medicinal herbs is really uneasy. The knights agreed with a wry 
smile. 


Then, Tigre asked Lim to go to a nearby creek to fetch water. 


Now only Tigre and the man were left in the house. At this moment, the 
man opened his eyes and thanked Tigre. 


"Please, please take them in. They followed me to leave the village in my 
hometown, but now the village has no place for them. Take it home as a 
janitor, please take them in." 


According to the man, the village in the hometown of the teenagers was 
divided into two factions, vying fiercely for the right to use water. The 
parents of the teenagers were the one who fought for the loser, and were 
eventually imprisoned and executed. If they continue to stay in the village, 
the teenagers will end up in the same way. 


This man used to be a soldier before, and after he was discharged from the 
army, he came to their village and lived on a job similar to a civil 

servant. Knowing the plight of the teenagers, he took them out of the village 
and became volunteers together. 


What happened next was as Tigre knew. After being defeated in the battle, 
they escaped from the army and finally hid on this mountain. There are 
abundant forest resources here, and many prey should be hunted by the end 
of autumn. This war will definitely end before winter begins-they are so 
calculating. Wait until the situation in the country stabilizes before going 
down the mountain and try to settle down in the town. 


This is actually quite common. They never expected that they lacked the 
ability to survive on the mountain than they thought. 


After Lim returned from fetching water, Tigre told her about it. She 
immediately sarcastically said: "You plan to help them. You are really a 
good person." But her tone is not harsh, which means she agrees. 


"After all, those knights were borrowed, and now I don't have direct 
subordinates. If they are willing to follow me, I am welcome." 


Tigre said, turning to the lying man. Even now, thinking of the people who 
used to be his direct subordinates, he still couldn't help but feel a 

heartache. In the beginning, the hunters he met in the deep mountain village 
followed Tigre, but they all died in the fierce battle with Percival. Since he 
chooses to follow Tigre, it is inevitable that there will be such a result. 


After that, Tigre had discussed this with Lim. After reflecting on his failure, 
Tigre was right to ask Lim what he should do. 


Lim did not answer him. She just hugged Tigre without saying a word and 
patted him softly on the back. In this way, the negative emotions that had 
accumulated in Tigre's chest disappeared without a trace. 


Lim probably wanted to tell him that this was really helpless. But she also 
knew that Tigre was unacceptable just saying that. Tigre is still thinking 
about the answer to this question. 


-What should I do? Can I do better next time? 


He only figured out one thing, that is, to keep moving forward, and to face 
reality bravely no matter what happens. 


"What's your name?" 
"Menio." 


"Understood, Menio, from now on, you are my subordinate, and I will give 
you the position of the leader of a hundred. Don't worry, just eat food that 
replenishes energy. You will recover soon." 


Lim also nodded and said, "I saw salmon in the river just now, I'll go and 
catch it." 


"Can you do it alone?" 


"Although it's not as good as you, I also follow. Elen has lived in various 
places, and sometimes lives in the mountains." 


Lim asked him not to worry, so he left the cabin. 


But soon there was a commotion outside the house. Tigre rushed out to take 
a look and found Lim lying down by the river. She was drenched, and she 
was holding a creature that was struggling desperately in her arms. Take a 
closer look, it is a big salmon, too big to be hugged by one person. It 
seemed that although she had caught the fish smoothly, the fish was 
unexpectedly vigorous after it came ashore, making her unable to subdue it. 


"Tigre! Tigre! Come and help me!" 


Tigre hurried to her side, pressing the flanks of the struggling fish to the 
ground, and then drew a short knife across the joints of the fish's head and 
body. It didn't take long for the fish to become limp and no longer resist. 


"We’re really saved." 


Seeing Lim just getting up, Tigre couldn't help but aside his eyes. Because 
when she was fighting with the fish just now, the skirt was open and her 
chest was exposed. Seeing Tigre's reaction, Lim realized that he was 
embarrassed and quickly turned back. 


"I'm going to deal with this fish. Let's go back to the wooden house after a 
while." 


Tigre finished speaking, and lifted the salmon, which was motionless. 
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As Tigre said, Menio ate the salmon caught by Lim to replenish his energy, 
and took the medicinal soup made from the herbs collected by the 
teenagers, and the trembling symptoms were obviously alleviated a 

lot. Tigre told them to come to the village when Menio recovered to the 
point where he could walk, and then set off. Menio and the boys kept 


thanking him. Tigre believed that Menio and the others would not break the 
agreement. 


"It seems that we have found the wrong target." 


Tigre originally thought there were stronger soldiers hiding in this 

area. Since bandits have not attacked the nearby villages, he believes that if 
someone hides in the mountains, they should be soldiers who are still 
sensible. He didn't expect it to be a group of people unable to survive. They 
were so weak that they could not attack the village and could only endure 
hunger. 


"But we still have something. We got information about the bandits who 
may be lurking nearby." 


Lim cheered him up like this. According to Menio and others, they have 
been careful to avoid contact with other groups. This can be said to be a 
very wise judgment. According to the information they provided, there was 
also a group of about twenty in the vicinity. The leader was a down-and-out 
mercenary who claimed to be a knight, and commanded a group of the 
impossible. 


"If it's a group with a little head, it shouldn't attack Master Lynette's 
Carriage." 


After one of the accompanying knights said so, Tigre shook his head. 
"But they will attack the residents of this area." 
Lim also nodded. 


"We live up to the expectations of the villagers. I want to try my best to do 
what can be done." 


The existence of bandits will surely cause disaster to nearby villages. Since 
we know there are bandits, we can't ignore them. Tigre and Lim 
communicated with the knights in this way, and the knights agreed. 


Therefore, Tigre and the other four went to the location indicated by the 
intelligence. 


The bandits' base was in a deserted settlement. Three or four side-by-side 
simple huts hide behind the slope of the valley. If there is no intelligence 
from Menio and others, it is absolutely impossible to find this place just by 
tracking the footprints. 


Tigre asked Lim and the others to stand by and investigate by 

themselves. As the intelligence pointed out, there are about twenty men 
here. In addition, they arrested a few young women and did whatever they 
wanted. Tigre overheard the conversations of those people. A man with a 
beard was called "Master Knight." From the conversations between him and 
his subordinates, it seemed that these women were taken by the way when 
they went to a nearby village to grab food. 


Although Tigre wanted to rush in and rescue the woman immediately, he 
resisted the urge and returned to his partners first. 


"These people have abandoned their self-esteem as humans and become 
beasts. In this case, they can only be dealt with." 


"I agree. There is no need to capture them alive." 


Not only Lim, but also the other two knights were also filled with righteous 
indignation. It was almost evening, so the four decided to attack at night. 


The four take turns to rest, regenerate their energy, and choose to go to the 
bandits’ lair at the moment when the other party is most relaxed, that is, 
before dawn. 


There are four bandits outside. There are two people at each end of the 
valley. 


The guard post on the south side, the bandit closer to Tigre and others, 
rubbed his eyes while guarding the campfire. It seemed that he was not very 
intently on guard. Tigre gestured to start with this man, and Lim and the 
two knights nodded in agreement. 


In the darkness, Tigre shot an arrow. 


The arrow stuck in the forehead of a guard post. Hearing the sound of 
arrows passing through the air, the other guard turned his head. At this 
moment, a knight rushed forward and chopped off his head. 


—The martial arts are quite brilliant. 


Seeing Lynette's subordinates so strong, Tigre felt very reliable. The 
remaining bandits seemed to be asleep. Lim and the knights went to the 
cabin where the woman was. In order to eliminate the guard post on the 
other side of the settlement, Tigre walked around behind the cabin. 


The guard post at the other end seemed to have no idea that an enemy 
would attack from the direction of the settlement, and both of them turned 
their backs to Tigre. Both of them were shot in the center, and they lost their 
breath one after another. 


But the sound of the two falling to the ground seemed to alarm the bandits 
in the house, and a man probed out to check. 


He saw the guard post falling to the ground with the arrow, and 
immediately shouted the enemy to attack. Tigre "tsk" and shot an arrow at 
the man. The unhappy man fell down with an arrow in his forehead, making 
a sound like a frog being crushed to death. 


Immediately afterwards, shirtless men appeared from the cabin with 
weapons. 


At this time, Lim and the knights just brought out the women from the 
cabin. 


"They are going to snatch the woman! Kill them!" 


The man who was suspected to be the leader of the bandit roared in a rough 
voice. 


Lim retorted loudly, and at the same time drew her sword to stand in front 
of the men and protect the captive women. The two knights also followed. 


In order to cover his companions, Tigre climbed up to one of the cabins. 
Under Lim's instructions, the women began to trot away. 


But two bandits blocked the women's path and threatened them with their 
axes. The women stopped and couldn't help screaming loudly. 


—Start from there first. 
Tigre shoots arrows from the roof. 


The arrow hit the campfire beside the bandit who was threatening the 
women, and the campfire burst out like an explosion. Burning wood was 
scattered on the men, making them scream. 


"Run now! Go to the forest and wait!" 


Tigre ordered the women. Hearing instructions from high places, the 
women ran away. Upon seeing this, Tigre drew the next arrow to bow. The 
men who recovered from the chaos planned to chase the women. Tigre shot 
them one by one while they turned their backs to him. 


"There is someone on the roof!" one of them shouted so loudly. Someone 
climbed onto the roof where Tigre was, and there was an enemy in front of 
and behind Tigre. Tigre shot the arrow at the man's hand holding the eaves, 
and the man screamed and then fell. 


When he was about to turn his head to deal with the other person, he heard 
the sound of sword strikes from behind. 


"Tigre, let me deal with it here!" 
Lim's voice came from below. 


She can clearly grasp the situation in such a dark environment. Tigre 
thought so, admiring his partner's tactical vision again. 


Tigre then turned to inspect the conditions of the other two knights. He saw 
them back to back and cut down the men who had surrounded them one by 


one. Both of them had very high martial arts. At this time, Tigre was very 
grateful to Lynette for choosing such a strong knight to help him and Lim. 


Later, the bandits lost all morale and began to flee in spite of one 

another. Tigre shot arrows at the escaped enemies one after another, trying 
not to miss any of them as much as possible, not wanting to keep them 
alive. 


In the end, there were 18 corpses left in the deserted settlement, including 
the man who was suspected to be the bandit leader, that is, the down-and- 
out mercenary. 


Tigre and others went to the women to confirm the total number of bandits, 
but the women did not know. Tigre thinks that there are at least two caught 
fish, but that's the only thing that can be done for now. Then, everyone cut 
off the bandits’ ears as a proof of the crusade, and after burying the body, 
they went down the mountain. 


After going down the mountain and returning to the village, he found 
Lynette was already waiting for them in the village. I heard that the carriage 
was moving faster than expected. Tigre thought to himself ‘wouldn’t it 
make any sense for them to set out to clear the danger first?’. However, now 
that Lynette arrived safely, it was the best. 


After hearing what happened, Lynette appreciated the performance of Tigre 
and others. 


"Even if there are bandits running away, it doesn't matter. One or two 
people can't make any climate." 


The knights who followed Tigre will escort the rescued women back to 
their original village, and they will return directly to Dunn after completing 
the escort. Say goodbye to them here. 


Only Tigre and Lim joined with Lynette's forces. 


At this time, Lynette said, 


"A man named Menio came to me with three teenagers. That man was very 
good, capable of handling documents, and his handwriting was neat. As 
long as he was well instructed, he would be able to be sent in later.” She 
seemed to be in a very good mood, so Menio especially allowed Menio to 
travel with the three teenagers. 


It was then that Tigre remembered that Menio had said before that he had 
done a job similar to a civil servant. It might be said that I found the 
treasure by accident. No one can predict where luck will appear. 


Menio seems to have taught three teenagers the basics, all of whom can 
read, write, and even understand simple calculations. So Tigre proposed to 
train them to become civil servants. Lynette replied: "As long as Your 
Excellency Tigrevurmud is willing to be responsible to the end," under 
these conditions, Lynette's maid will lead them to learn office methods as 
they work. 


Menio and the teenagers are very determined, and they both want to repay 
Tigre's kindness. 


"Actually, Iam a nobleman of Brune. Although it is still a future thing, if I 
return to Brune in the future, will you follow me?" 


Tigre asked. The four nodded without hesitation. 


Menio smiled and said, "It's time to learn Brune's language from now on." It 
is said that he is alone and has no other concerns. 


As a result, Tigre got the real retainer for the first time at this time. 
T 
Lynette and her party are about to enter the Viscount Realm. 


The Viscount sent a team of knights to greet him, and the greeted team 
included knights on horses and infantrymen, with a total of about a hundred 
men. The group went to the castle where the Viscount lived under the escort 
of the troops. It’s unclear if it’s because of the name of the dragon-slaying 


warrior Tigre, the status of Lynette, or the viscount’s desire to please the 
Guinevere faction. The stage is very grand, and she is regarded as a guest of 
honor. 


"That's it before we start negotiations. Should we think this is a good sign?" 


Tigre muttered. Lynette thought for a moment and replied: "It's the 
opposite." 


"What do you say?" 


"The other party didn't want us to act arbitrarily, so they sent so many 
people around us. It should be because of the Lord Tigrevurmud and 
Limalisha. Your Excellency has a reputation for getting rid of the bandits; 
you have worked hard for both of you." 


-Is she complimenting us? 
Tigre tilted his head in a puzzled way. Lynette smiled: 
"Don't worry, I'm complimenting both of you. Please don't think too much." 


The entourage knight who followed muttered at this time: "From the usual 
attitude of the young lady, this is too convincing." Lynette was fiercely 
glancing at him. Tigre thought to himself that the talkative knight was very 
courageous. 


Not only this knight, but all the other people who have served in the 
Bridaine family since childhood respected Lynette, but their attitude 
towards her was not too respectful. This should be Lynette's own 

request. Of course, everyone will pay attention to the timing and occasion, 
and will still stand upright in front of outsiders. 


Tigre also tried to imitate them, treating Lynette with the same attitude. In 
the end, Lynette said, "Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, I think you should go 
to Bridaine's house. I mean to be a parent." Since then, Tigre has always 
deliberately spoken to her in a somewhat alienated tone. 


"The following remarks are purely my speculation, and there is no 
evidence." 


Lynette first declared this, and then said: 


"I guess the fake Artorius faction has sent an envoy. It is currently staying in 
the Viscount’s house, and it is still high position can not neglect the big 
shot. From the Viscount’s standpoint, we naturally do not want to stay with 
messenger of the Fake Artorius. If it is for this reason, sent so many troops 
to escort also very reasonable. " 


”If this is the case, does this mean that the Viscount intends to move closer 
to the Fake Artorius?" 


"No, if he had made this decision, he would have arrested us and handed 
over to the Fake Artorius. Since he is currently also treated us as guests 
with caution, which means that the viscount still hasn't made up his mind. 
We still have a good chance." 


Lynette seemed to think that there should not be many people sent by the 
fake Artorius. Next, Lynette listed the names of the powerful nobles one by 
one, and instructed Tigre how to deal with each noble family. But Tigre 
couldn't remember so much. He only knew that as a guard, all he had to do 
was to keep Lynette away from danger. 


"Actually, I don't think the fake Artorius faction will come to harm us." 
"Why is this again?" 


"If they have that plan, they will come to attack us from the very 
beginning." 


Before arriving, we had pre-advertised that we had the dragon-slayer 
warrior Tigre in advance, and the envoy of the fake Artorius should also be 
aware of it. The Dragon Warrior's first rank is more valuable than Lynette's. 


"If the opponent wants to make a sneak attack, he must first find the well- 
known dragon slaying warrior, that is, you, Your Excellency Tigrevurmud. 


But it seems that there is no such movement at all. However, it is still 
necessary to not relax your guard. I also told Lord Limalisha." 


Tigre shrugged, feeling very uncomfortable. 
In any case, this place is undoubtedly in the enemy's formation. 
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As the number of peers increases, the speed of advance will naturally slow 
down. 


Moreover, the knights sent by the Viscount tried all kinds of reasons from 
time to time to delay the forward speed of the Lynette's carriage. The 
distance that could have been covered in one day can now be covered in 
two days. As a result, you must camp and sleep in a location far from the 
village. 


Fortunately, the people of the Viscount's realm will serve as guards. 


However, whether they are trustworthy is another matter. Therefore, Tigre 
and Lim, as well as the knights under Lynette, will also take turns to stand 
on guard. 


When it was about to dawn, Tigre, who had risen early, took Menio and the 
three teenagers to change the sentry, and let Lynette's knight go to the sentry 
to rest. Soon after, Menio brought a young man to Tigre, his face a little 
confused. 


"This kid picked up this little thing," 


Menio said, pointing to the boy's chest. The boy was holding a fluffy animal 
in his arms, which appeared to be a kitten not long after birth. The hair is 
pure white, and the eyes are green. Those eyes kept staring at Tigre, their 
eyes deep as if they would draw people's minds in. 


"I saw it eating the freshly caught fish by the river with relish, so I 
just...please, this cat is very well-behaved, I will take care of it, and I will 
definitely not cause any trouble to everyone!" 


The boy begged desperately. Tigre hesitated for a while, remembering what 
happened to the teenagers. They lost their parents and fled their hometown. 


"Okay. When Master Lynette wakes up, I'll go and take a look." 
"Thank you, Lord Tigrevurmud!" 


"Also, when there are no outsiders, just call me Tigre. Alright... Anyway, 


Woy 


don't call me the "boss". 


Hearing him say this, Menio and the boy tilted their heads 
incomprehensibly. Only then did Tigre realize that he had said more 
unnecessary words, and quickly passed away with a smile. The figures of 
the men who died in the battle with Percival came to mind. If they didn't 
defy the order to come to the rescue, Tigre would not be here now. They are 
really very good subordinates, but Tigre does not want them to sacrifice 
himself at all. He has a hunch in his heart that the same mood will surely be 
experienced several times in the future. Even so, he can't be timid. Tigre 
suppressed the emotions that were about to flow out. 


"Have you chosen a name?" 


"Kate. Among the folk tales circulated in our village, there is a cat that can 
walk on two feet. It is called "Kate West"." 


The teenager has such affection for cats, and even uses memories of his 
hometown for it. Thinking of this, Tigre felt a headache, and if Lynette 
hated cats, it would be a big trouble. 


—No, Lynette is not the kind of person who would rob his subordinates of 
fun. 


Tigre thought so, so he temporarily allowed the boy to feed the cat. Anyone 
needs nourishment in life. 


Tigre asked the teenager's consent and touched the kitten's head. The kitten 
stared at Tigre, feeling that it seemed to nod. It was almost as if it could 
understand Tigre's meaning. 


Soon after, the sun began to stick his head out. 


When Lynette got out of the carriage, Tigre went forward to discuss what 
had just happened. Lynette replied, "Okay, I'm sure. But I have one 
condition—" 


"T want to touch that cat too." 
"Do you like cats?" 


"Yes. But my mother can't accept animals...Due to physical factors, she 
feels uncomfortable when she touches the animal's hair. Therefore, pets 
cannot be kept in the mansion in Bridaine's territory." 


So, this is helpless. Tigre once heard that there are a certain number of 
people with such a physique. I heard that if such a child is born in a farm 
that must raise animals, they often die before they grow up. However, since 
it is awoman who can marry into the Bridaine family, it is completely 
impossible for her family to encounter such troubles. 


"Before I let him bring it to the cat. Possible, hoping to please u keep a little 
bit." 


"No problem! I also have a cat at home to inquire about some of the ladies 
to pay attention to things." 


Seeing Lynette was unexpectedly willing, but Tigre became 
worried. Maybe Lynette would snatch the cat from the teenagers and make 
it his own. 


At noon that day. 


The escort stopped marching and was resting. Tigre saw that the kitten was 
being held in Lynette's arms, sleeping soundly. 


Lynette stroked the pure white cat fur, laughing intoxicated. His face is no 
longer the usual pretentious expression, but a smile from the heart. It turned 
out that the sincere smile was completely different from the pretend... Tigre 


couldn't help but admire it. Lynette's undefended attitude made the knight's 
entourage look at it and couldn't help but raise his mouth. 


"It's very fortunate that the young lady's mood has become so good." After 
seeing Tigre's gaze, the knight whispered to him. 


"After all, the lady's work has always been extremely busy, even if she 
writes on the carriage, she has no spare time." 


Tigre didn't know this at all. This is no way, after all, Tigre must always ride 
a horse to patrol the team when he is moving, and be cautious of his 
surroundings. 


Although Lynette's guard knights were all excellent, Tigre knew that he had 
a sharper vision than others did. Moreover, if an enemy with black and red 
weapons strikes, only those with artifacts can fight against it. Otherwise, it 
will only increase the number of dead corpses. 


"In this case, let that cat accompany Master Lynette during the day." 
"Tam grateful." 


Tigre could see that the knight's gratitude came from the heart. He thought 
to himself, Lynette really has good subordinates. 


As the sun went down, the troops began to prepare for camping. At this 
time, the ownership of the kittens returned to the young men led by 

Menio. The teenagers should be quite tired after the march all day, but they 
still work together to take care of the kittens. 


The kitten was yawning and let the teenagers take care of him obediently. 
With a natural attitude, it seemed to treat them as his own slaves. Tigre 
knew from the knowledge that the personality of a cat is a big-name 
arrogance, but when he saw the teenagers serving the cat, he couldn't help 
laughing. In addition, some of Lynette's servants knew cats very well, and 
that person had taught the teenagers how to take care of cats in advance. 


"This is a very good education for them. Thank you for taking so much 
trouble for them." 


Menio said to Tigre, looking at the teenagers from a distance. 


"Don't say anything like that. You and them are my direct subordinates. 
Please discuss with me if you have anything. If you encounter something 
that you can't handle, you must report it to me immediately." 


"You said yes. Please. Just call us. The paperwork assigned by Master 
Lynette has been completed. If there are other things that need my help, 
please let me know." 


"That's enough. No, I should say that you really helped a lot. " 


It's really a treasure to be able to let Menio join in. Tigre has always been 
bad at paperwork, but even during the march there are official duties that he 
has to deal with, which makes him a headache. But as soon as Menio 
joined, these troubles were solved immediately. 


After that, Tigre asked Menio to do his own paperwork. Menio always 
agreed readily and handled the documents quickly and neatly, so fast that 
even Lim was surprised. 


"Can this talent be handed over to me?" Even Lynette secretly came over to 
discuss this. 


Of course, Tigre resolutely refused. Menio was already with Tigre, and no 
one would want to take it away. Even Lynette can never compromise on 
this. Tigre swears so firmly in his heart. He can finally get rid of the hell of 
paperwork. 


Kitten Kate loves to act like a baby. To be correct, he is very good at acting 
like a baby. 


It seems that it knows who to act like a baby can let the other party groom 
or feed it; it seems that it observes very clearly, and cleverly chooses the 


object to act like a baby. According to Lynette's maid, cats are such animals, 
and it is not worth the fuss. 


"Is it possible that the cats on the mainland are different from the cats on the 
island?" 


Tigre murmured inadvertently. The maids thought he was laughing and 
joking, and even said, "Unexpectedly, His Excellency Tigrevurmud turned 
out to be a funny person." This surprised Tigre, and he thought to himself, 
does his usual face look serious? 


He talked about it with Lynette. 


"Actually I agree. I think you have changed after the battle with Percival. 
But it's not just you, Limalisha and our Highness are the same, but I think it 
is of course. Because of you after a severe battle, it is impossible not to 
change." 


That's how it is. The opinions of others are really important. 


Tigre asked Lim the same question. The answer he got was: "Change is not 
a bad thing. But not being able to realize that your change is not a good 
thing." 


"It's the same as learning swords when you were young." 
Lim continued. 


"No matter which genre of swordsmanship, when instructing children who 
have not fully developed their bodies to learn swords, they will warn them 
not to immediately think about becoming stronger. Otherwise, after they 
grow up, their sword skills will develop very biased. It's the same with 
learning or anything else. Don't worry, when growth stops, it is when 
growth is completed." 


The advice given to him by his predecessors in life made him feel very at 
ease. 


Although Tigre doesn't understand swordsmanship at all, if he thinks about 
archery from another angle, he also finds that he always adjusts the timing 
of launching or the way of exerting force as his body grows and 

changes. Thinking about it this way, he could also understand the truth. 


"Archery is the same. Even if you don't have an opponent to compete, you 
can evaluate your own strength based on the results on the target. Maybe 
you can look at yourself more objectively than swordsmanship. Having said 
that, His Excellency Tigrevurmud should pay back I will continue to grow 
taller..." 


After listening to Tigre's words, Lim thought deeply. 


Closer to home, with regard to the kitten Kate, Tigre always felt that the 
kitten was always staring at him inadvertently. As a hunter's instinct tells 
him, it does not seem to be an ordinary cat. However, Tigre didn't have any 
evidence, and he would only be made fun of if he said it. So Tigre just 
watched the kitten quietly. 


Tigre was sure that it would not attack himself at least now. If you really 
want to start, there are usually plenty of opportunities. Tigre had 
deliberately exposed his flaws, but the kitten yawned as if it were bored. In 
this case, he can only compare patience with it, to see who can't hold 

his breath first... In the end, it was Tigre who couldn't bear it first. When no 
one else was present, he picked up the kitten and asked directly, 


"Do you know the name Morgana?" 


After the kitten wailed cutely, then he said, "It's really disrespectful. The 
name of my lord is casually hung on his mouth." 








Tigre was very surprised and almost made the kitten fall to the ground. 


The kitten yelled in protest, then slipped from his hand and jumped to the 
ground. 


"You, you just..." 


The kitten raised his head to look at Tigre, then called again, then turned his 
head and ran away, and ran to the young soldier who happened to be nearby. 


"Master Tigre, what's the matter with you?" 
"Oh, uh, it's okay." 


The boy picked up the kitten and touched its head. The kitten seemed to feel 
very comfortable and squinted. Tigre kept staring at it. Could the sentence 
he heard just now be an illusion? No, Tigre felt that it did speak just 

now. But... it may just be that he is tired, after all, he has been straining his 
nerves during this period. 


Tigre shook his head, turned and left, and the kitten crowed again, as if 
saying goodbye. 


Tigre pretended to inadvertently ask Lynette about the legend of cats. 


"Kate, the king of cats... There are legends about the king of cats 
everywhere in Asvarre." 


"King of cats?" 


"By the way, your entourage named the kitten Kate, right? Is it because of 
this that you are curious about the legend?" 


Tigre dismissed the question vaguely, asking Lynette to tell him the story of 
the king of cats in detail. According to Lynette, several legends related to 
Cats can be roughly divided into three categories. 


The first is the first category. There was a girl who loved her cat very 
much. One day, the girl encountered misfortune. The cat in her family is 
actually the king of cats, who came forward to help the girl out of sleep. 


The second category is the unfortunate story of the cat abuser being 
punished by the king of cats. 


The third type of story describes a cat party held by the King of Elvis, and 
the humans who accidentally ran into the party were very surprised. 


"There are many versions of each of these three types of stories circulating 
in various places. A scholar has pointed out that the number of stories is as 
many as hundreds." 


"There are hundreds of them!" 

Tigre was very surprised. 

"Do the Asvarre people like cats?" 
He couldn't help muttering to himself. 


"At least everyone in this unit likes that cat." Lynette answered him with a 
smile. As she said, kitten Kate captured the hearts of soldiers in the army in 
just one or two days. The soldiers even quarreled with the soldiers of the 
Viscount to fight for it, so Tigre couldn't help but warn him. 


"That kitten really has an attractive charm, even to the point where it can be 
said to be wonderful. Maybe it is actually the residue of the power of the 
gods, or the power of the spirits." 


Lynette said ridiculously with a serious face. Then, Tigre hoped she would 
stop making trouble. 


"You're kidding." 


"What did you say?" 
Lynette laughed softly. 
T 


Only half a day is left to the castle of Ion. At this time a problem occurred. 


It seemed that there was a theft, and the soldiers' personal belongings 
disappeared one after another at night. 


Those who were stolen were all soldiers of the Viscount, so Lynette's men 
would be suspicious. But what Lynette brought was the elite of the soldiers, 
and the discipline was very strict. The maids who followed were all people 
with clear origins, almost all the children of aristocratic families. There is 
no room for thieves to get in. 


"The soldiers at the scene don't know it yet, maybe it's the delaying tactics 
of the Viscount's side. But..." 


In the early morning, Lynette was woken up because of the commotion. She 
shook her head and waved some messy hair. The Viscount’s men had 
already exhausted all means to delay the carriage of the carriage, and now 
the possibility of deliberately delaying trouble is very low. 


"It's also unlikely that it's a strategy that only the high-level knows about, 
because generally speaking, you don't do such an act that irritates your 
subordinates. Some of the stolen soldiers have also been stolen amulets 
given by their family members. Once discovered, it's high-level Strategies 
will completely lose the trust of the soldiers. As long as you have an 
ordinary head, you should not be able to do such stupid things... Judging 
from the previous actions of the Viscount, I don’t think he is that stupid. 
Therefore, I think that the high-level Viscount Fang has nothing to do with 
this matter." 


After she explained a few things, she went into the carriage again and 
stayed there for a long time. It seems that it takes a lot of time to comb your 
hair. 


In this case, what is going on? 


Suppose a thief sneaked into the army at night, how could it be possible to 
turn a blind eye to the supplies and Lynette’s luxury carriage and steal only 
the soldiers’ items? 


"It's so unreasonable." 

Tigre said so. 

"If you really want to say it, I don't think humans can do this kind of thing." 
"Are you saying that there are spirits at work?" 

Lynette shouted from inside the carriage. 


"After all, dragons appear in the settlements of human life. This is by no 
means impossible, is it?" 


In legends, goblins will tease humans or do bad things, and the story of 
Kate mentioned by Lynette is also is classified as a spirit legend. 


Tigre used to think that spirits and spirits were only the existence of 
legends, but Lim met the spirits of the lake in the lake of fantasy, and Tigre 
himself received the ring from the good spirits in the mountains. 


Since there are spirits, then the spirits living in the forest may actually 
exist. And the city of flying witches and dogs that can talk and bake muffins 
are really... 


"If you really want to say, dragons are actually living creatures, but they 
have been living in secrets before. As for the spirits, your experience with 
Limalisha also proves its existence, but the spirit is an overhead existence 
conceived by a fantasy storyteller. Like the legend of the king of cats, 
except for the third category, which is the story of cat gatherings, the other 
two types are all fables with instructive meaning. Don’t hurt others or bully 
cats and dogs, otherwise one day the evil deeds will be punished on your 
own body—this is the lesson of the story of the king of cats.” 


Tigre Also understand this. When he was in Alsace, he often listened to 
witches telling religious stories in the temple. It should be the same reason. 


"T remember that the legend of the Knights of the Round Table also has a lot 
of similar preaching stories." 


"T have talked about this a little bit earlier. That's right, most of the stories 
of the Knights of the Round Table are mixed with legends from various 
places, and in the end many of them become fables. Retribution. The story 
of the spirit, the story of the exorcising of the dragon, and the legend of the 
king who defeated the actual existence. These stories are combined to form 
the legend of the Knights of the Round Table that has been passed down in 
Asvarre. But even so, it cannot be because of the reality of the king in the 
story. Existing, I assume that the spirits actually exist too, don’t they? So 
you don’t need to think too much about it. The spirits who do bad things 
should be some kind of metaphor." 


That's it. Now Tigre understands Lynette's ideas and positions. 


She has always been a realist. Maybe if she hadn't seen it with her own 
eyes, she would never believe in the existence of the artifact. Even if she 
believes in the existence of gods and spirits, she believes that the impact on 
the real world should be minimal. 


This kind of thinking is by no means good or bad. But in this way, she can 
only think about everything from a human perspective. 


Tigre's situation is different from hers; after all, he has seen the spirit 
Morgana. 


The green ring formed by her hair wrapped around the little finger of his 
left hand is still on his finger. He also knew that thanks to the power of the 
ring, he could steadily control the power of the black bow. 


Tigre's instinct told him that what 


Lynette saw in his eyes was not everything on the island. 


Tigre believes that Asvarre Island is full of mystery, far beyond Lynette's 
knowledge. But he could not explain this to Lynette in words. Because this 
is an idea entirely from feelings, it is impossible to convince her with 
theory. 


However, he doesn’t know if the existence of the goblin is related to this 
commotion...At this time, there was another commotion at the other end of 
the camping position. I heard that Lynette's subordinate and the Viscount's 
subordinate had a dispute over trivial matters. Tigre hurried over to mediate. 


According to the soldier in question, the wallet he had originally contained 
in his back pocket disappeared, and there were still a few coins in it. At that 
time, two Lynette's soldiers were nearby, so he argued that they must have 
stolen the wallet. After listening to him, Tigre began to think. 


The camping position is set up at the outskirts of the forest some distance 
from the road. There is a group of tall and lush vegetation beside this place. 


He inadvertently poked his head into the bush and found the footprints. The 
footprint is much smaller than that of humans, and should be the footprints 
of animals. 


"Is the king of cats making trouble..." 
"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, what's wrong?" 


He couldn't help but murmured, but he was heard by the soldier next to 
him. Tigre hurriedly talked about him, and dismissed the soldier's 
questioning. He pointed to the animal's footprints, indicating that the animal 
might have stolen it. 


"T didn't grow up in Asvarre, so I'm not sure. Will there be animals that are 
sexually happy to collect reflective objects, such as coins?" 


"Yes...no, although I have heard that birds collect copper coins and belts? 
Back to the bird’s nest, but I grew up in a town, and I don’t know anything 
about animals..." 


"T’ll see the situation. Let’s go first." 


To be on the safe side, Tigre still went back and reported to Lynette. With a 
bang, he entrusted Lim with the security work afterwards, and then went 
into the forest alone. He kept advancing along the path the animals stepped 
on, as if something was urging him to do so. 


As he walked, he saw a petite white animal sitting in the middle of the path 
and yelled at him "meow". It's Kate the kitten. It should be in the hands of 
the subordinates now. 

"It's you. What are you doing here?" 

"T was waiting for you." 


The kitten said. 


Tigre was taken aback this time solidly and almost jumped high into the 
air. He kept staring down at the kitten. At this time, the kitten gave another 
cute cry, which sounded like a protest. 


"What the hell is going on?" 

"You slave is really bad. Don't hurry up to pick me up." 

Tigre did the same immediately. He picked up the kitten with both hands 
and touched its head, so it squinted. He raised his eyes and let out a 
comfortable cry. 


"Uh...then you are..." 


"Give me the point, slave. Don't forget that you are holding the king of cats 


W 


now. 
"Are you really the king of cats?" 
The kitten said in a higher tone. Give a tweet to express affirmation. 


"Why, don't you go?" 


"Go? Where are you going?" 


"Aren't you going to punish the unscrupulous? The child blessed by the 
Spirits." 


The kitten said a strange word. No, if you really want to say it, the cat 
talking is strange in itself. But this is not the point at the moment... 


"You say... the child blessed by the spirits?" 


The kitten first yelled disapprovingly, and then poked the little finger of 
Tigre's left hand with his front foot. 


"My ring? This is the spirit who claims to be Morgana... Is this the 
symbol?" 


Forget it, it doesn't matter. The question now is the unscrupulous person in 
the kitten's mouth, and what kind of existence the kitten is. 


"What the hell are you?" 


"We are us. You minions gave me the good name "Kate". This king is very 
satisfied, so please praise you." 


Kate straightened her chest. 
Why is this guy's attitude so unbelievable? 


Is it because of the cat? Maybe it is. "Cats are not proud of themselves, but 
they are really amazing," Tigre remembers Lynette's maid once said so. It 
just said "we", which means that all human beings are just slaves to 

cats. The story of the king of cats is such a story. 


Tigre hugged Kate and continued on the trail. 


"The culprit for making trouble with the soldiers is in the front, right. What 
is it?” 


"You have to name anything to be willing. It is the bad habit of you 
minions." 


It should mean "I don't know what the other person is called." What's the 
name?" Tigre now understands more and more how to deal with it. 


"Are you sent by Morgana?" 
"Don't call that adult by name, it's disrespectful." 
The kitten slapped Tigre on the chest with a soft cat's paw. 


"Of course, although I am the king, I do serve that adult. It is my duty to 
fulfill her expectations." 


The object of the king's service, which means that there is an existence that 
gives it divine power. 


"Uh, in other words, my speculation is correct, right?" 


It always talks a lot of truth when it opens its mouth. Touching its throat 
will gurgle and agitate, looking very happy. 


Tigre came to an empty place like a square. Several trees fell and stacked on 
top of each other, forming an open space in the forest. There are mushroom 
mushrooms in a circle around this square, which is called the ring of spirit 
in Asvarre language. 


While in Alsace, Tigre once heard hunters say that this phenomenon has 
nothing to do with any mysterious element, and this mushroom would grow 
in a circle. But people who haven't seen it will feel a little bit magical. 


The sun hadn't fully risen, almost no sunlight came in, but the square 
seemed to be shining. 


The moss that grows on the fallen tree glows. But the light from this moss 
is not golden green like light moss, but golden yellow. The thick tree trunks 
surrounding the square showed a red bronze color under the golden 


light. There is a small swamp in the center of the square with many tall 
grasses, poking out from under the water. 


For Tigre, these scenes are still within the scope of common sense. 

The problem is other than these. 

Bugs flew around the swamp and fallen wood. 

These bugs glow like fireflies, but when you look closely, they look like 
humans. They are a group of small people with insect wings, about the size 
of a baby's palm. 

"It's a real...spirit..." 


Tigre couldn't help but blurt out the word. 


The magical scene in front of me was so amazing that I almost forgot to 
breathe. At this time, Kate patted Tigre on the chest again with his cat's 
paw. Tigre moved his gaze away from the square where the spirits gathered, 
and looked at the kitten in his arms. 


Kate's green eyes are glowing. As soon as he saw the light, Tigre returned to 
his senses immediately. 


"The ignorant slave is so easily fascinated." 
"Am I in danger just now?" 
"This king saved you, don't forget to offer fresh fish to thank me." 


It is said that people who are deceived by the dance of the spirits will be 
taken to another world and never come back. In retrospect, Morgana 
seemed to have mentioned that humans were taken to the other side of the 
world. It is said that it was very common in previous times. But she is a 
spirit, and here is a spirit... Anyway, this kitten is now Tigre's lifesaver. 


"Did these guys stole the soldiers' belongings? No, it shouldn't. Those who 
can fly should not leave footprints. The footprints on the ground extend to 


the cracks in the fallen wood... Will it be there?" 
"Minion, first hold the arrow on the bow." 
Kate jumped out of Tigre's arms and landed gently to the ground. 


The kitten crawled on all fours and entered the square. The spirits seemed 
to notice the sudden appearance of the intruder, but they didn't pay much 
attention to it, and they continued to fly in the air. Tigre put the arrow on the 
bow and waited quietly. 


Kate slipped into the crack of the fallen wood. 


After about a time of slowly counting to thirty, the kitten poked his head out 
of the crack. Seeing that it was safe, Tigre was relieved. 


Kate stepped back in front of Tigre with short steps and motioned with 
those green eyes to ask Tigre to pick him up. Tigre did so, and it made a 
comfortable chirping sound. 


"Have you succeeded?" 


"Who is this king? My king of cats is a highly praised negotiator in the 
world, and no one can match it." 


Tigre had never heard of this concept. 
"It's just that the other party asked for a very, very insignificant price." 
"You have to pay a price to recover the stolen things?" 


"The so-called "ownership" is just a concept between your servants. 
Requesting other existences to act requires a price. You better remember 
this too, minion." 


Is that true? Tigre only understood the common sense of his own world, and 
he felt that it didn't matter if he didn't understand their common sense. 


"Relax, the price is easy for a minion. The reason that guy stared at the 
reflective metal was to give a gift to an old friend. So I asked that old 
friend's preference. Now it's in the credit of the king of cats. In terms of 
points, the lost items should have been returned to their original positions 
first. Then, we only have to fulfill the agreement." 


It means that the thief has returned all the stolen items to the soldiers? 


But at the moment, Kate’s reputation is the only solution to the problem, 
and the price must be paid afterwards. Kate and the other party should have 
agreed like this. If so, don't let this kitten break his promise. 


"Got it. As long as I can do it, I am willing to do anything. But is it really 
something I can do?" 


"A bottle of fine mead, that's all." 


Tigre listened and was released a sigh of relief. If he was asked to remove 
the dragon like the legend, it will be troublesome. 


Eliminate the dragon--it was not impossible for Tigre, but he could no 
longer serve as a guard in this way. 


In contrast, even Tigre could barely afford something like mead. If 
necessary, you can also discuss with Lynette. The question is, would a 
thorough realist like her believe in such things as the king of cats or goblin 
parties? No, she would only praise the story for being very interesting. 


Think about it carefully, although both Guinevere and Lynette have 
collected the legend of the Knights of the Round Table, their thinking 
angles are different. 


As soon as Guinevere heard that the ancestor Artorius had been resurrected, 
she immediately dug up the tomb. She seriously considered the possibility 
that Artorius was himself and the deceased would come back to life. 


If it was Lynette, she would definitely deny this possibility from the 
beginning, judge that the enemy is a counterfeit that pretended to be an 


ancestor, and act on this premise. 


—FPerhaps it is because the two are so different that they can get 
along so well. 


Politicians should keep people with different ideas from them. 


This is one of Lim's teachings, and it is also the cultivation that a lord 
should have. If everyone thinks the same, everyone may fall into the same 
trap together. From this perspective, the relationship between Guinevere 
and Lynette is an ideal form. 


"Thank you, Kate. I'm really saved." 
Tigre stroked the kitten's head and walked back along the same path. 


On the way, he heard the gurgling sound of the stream. So Tigre went to the 
stream first and hunted a fish with one arrow. The kitten ate the fish with 
relish, and seemed to be happy from the bottom of his heart. 


Tigre returned to the road with a trot. 


The troops had already set off, Menio led two horses alone and waited for 
Tigre. He heard that it was Lim's instructions. 


"Although I don't know what happened, did Kate bother you?" 
"How did you know Kate was with me?" 


"As soon as you left, it chased you and ran away all of a sudden. We didn’t 
have time to stop it. But we didn’t think it would be dangerous if it was 
with you, so we didn’t chase it.” 


Honestly speaking, not only did it cause trouble, the kitten also protected 
Tigre in turn. Free from the spell of a spirit is a lifesaver at all. But Tigre 
was hesitant to tell Menio the truth. Finally... 


"It's okay. Everything is resolved." 


Tigre just said so, and then touched Kate's head. The cat squinted his eyes 
and looked a little sleepy. Kate gently patted Tigre's arm with the cat's paw, 
as if saying, "That's right." 


Tigre rode on his horse and galloped with Menio on the road. 


Finally caught up with Lynette and others before noon. The journey went 
smoothly without any accidents. 


"The stolen items from the soldiers came back unknowingly." 
Lim explained the situation to Tigre in this way. Although there was a 
commotion at the time, but in the end it was regarded as the owner forgot 


the location of the item, and the incident ended safely. 


Even if the facts are really related to spirits, humans will not believe 
it. Everyone can only use common sense to interpret and accept the current 
phenomenon. 


People are like this, and there is nothing wrong with it. However, this may 
not be the case in previous times. But now the times are different. 


The situation is different. 


Artorius is now resurrected three hundred years after his death. In addition 
to him, there were several Knights of the Round Table, a Vanadis, and the 
figure who claimed to be the Lord of Marksman. 


This phenomenon must be inseparable from things like spirits or 
spirits. Something that shouldn't have appeared in the sun's reach is leaping 
onto the surface of the world. 


What does this mean? Tigre still couldn't understand. 


He only felt that this did not seem to be a good sign. 


Chapter 3 - Sasha and Artorius 


A few days after the end of the battle.... 
Sasha, aka Alexandra, returned to Kerchester and went to the palace. 


Ever since people who call themselves Artorius and his party members 
occupied it, the palace has always been quiet. Rumor has it that a few 
dragons settle in the palace and will eat all visitors. This rumor is half true. 


Although it’s unclear how those dragons are identified, they will never 
attack Artorius and his men, and they rarely show up. But the residents of 
Kirchester knew that there were dragons in the palace, and no one dared to 
approach them. 


Although some people usually come to work in the palace, most of the 
political functions in the palace have ceased. Even so, It’s unclear if it was 
because Artorius had magical powers, he could still send envoys to give 
precise instructions to the lords who obeyed him. 


Half of the disputes between the lords were before the lords himself 
realized the existence of the disputes, and the knights wearing iron helmets 
visited to convey Artorius' instructions. Most of Artorius’ rulings convinced 
both parties, and even if someone disagreed, they would dare not resist 
because they were afraid of Artorius’ authority. No one wants to be a 
delicacy for dragons. 


These people, known as adjudication messengers, will never take off their 
iron helmets in front of others. Judging from their actions and behaviors, 
they seem to be masters who can skillfully use guns and swords. They 


always visit on tall black horses, talk only about necessary things, and are 
unmoved by the temptation of money and femininity. 


Some ignorant lords will threaten the ruling messenger. They remained 
calm in the face of threats, and their tone of voice remained unchanged. 
They only said, "I will report to your Majesty in this way." If they 
confronted them with swords, they would immediately counterattack with a 
sharp skill, behead the lord and designate their son to succeed, then turn 
around and leave. 


After killing the lord, Artorius will no longer embarrass the territory. And 
the newly appointed lord, the son of the former lord, would never dare to 
resist the ruling messenger in the future. 


It is speculated that the number of ruling messengers is at least a dozen, and 
at most dozens, but at most it should not exceed fifty. They were Artorius' 
confidantes, they only obeyed his orders, and they were all loyal 

knights. Because of their activity, the Artorius faction was always able to 
command the army in an orderly manner. 


No one knows the true colors of these knights, even the soldiers who were 
given black and red weapons. 


—However, the Knights of the Round Table should have a clear heart. 
Sasha thought so. 


She was seeing Artorius on the throne in the hall, listening to his words of 
consolation. 


"Alexandra, the knight of the round table.... No, in order to express 
goodwill, I will call you Sasha from now on. Although the army was 
defeated, you performed very well. Even if you are an old man, you did not 
expect that there would be the contemporary war maiden crossed the ocean 
and came to Asvarre Island. The mistake is not in you, but in the old man's 
miscalculation of the enemy's combat power." 


Regarding this defeat, Artorius's attitude was still leisurely and generous, 
only saying "victory or defeat" It's due to the fortunes of the times, so I just 
need to fight hard next time." Not only that, but he also sincerely cared 
about Sasha's injuries and asked her to take good care of her. He speaks 
mildly and sincerely. Although it is impossible to tell how much of his 
words are sincere, the only certainty is that he is an excellent politician. 


He is not only talented, but also has a talented leadership charisma. Anyone 
who meets him will be tempted to bow his head, and at the same time be 
merciful and tolerant to his subordinates and harsh and unsympathetic to the 
enemy. This person can be said to be the best ruler within the reach of 
human wisdom. 


Although the legend of the ancestor of Asvarre as chanted by the bard 
should have a lot of added fuel, she never expected that he was even more 
perfect than the legend described. 


Sasha had just received her second life, and she was a little hesitant to serve 
the new monarch. But the person in front of her was indeed the most ideal 
monarch in the range she could imagine. For this, Sasha is not dissatisfied. 


"By the way, I heard that your wounds healed very slowly. What's the 
matter?" 


"Back to your Majesty. The wounds caused by other weapons were healed 
immediately, except that Limalisha was chopped with a blue dagger. The 
wounded left arm is still unable to exert strength until now." 


"The Lord of Marksmen also mentioned the same thing. He also said that it 
will be better after time passes. It should be the power of the Lake spirit. 
Fixed name, servant of the unbelievable god, and its residue.... The spirit 
hates the power of the Holy Grail based on instinct. This is very possible." 


The Holy Grail, that is what gave Sasha a second life. It is said that it is an 
artifact. Before that weak body succumbed to the disease and was about to 
decay, Sasha came into contact with a certain existence and learned of this 
fact. 


"T want you to follow me and help me destroy the demons. As a price, I will 
give you new life and a strong body that will not be attacked by diseases." 


Sasha thought, this may be a trap. Even so, she thought she shouldn't just 
wait for her body to decay like this. 


Her life is full of regrets. If her body can move freely, she should be able to 
do more. Passing away without leaving any proof of survival was an end 
that she could not tolerate. 


Therefore, she agreed to the invitation. 


"By the way, you also said that the person named Limalisha is an old 
acquaintance from a past lifetime, right? Sasha, can you tell me something 
about her?" 


"Not so much old acquaintance, in fact, she is the adjutant of Eleonora who 
is a Vanadis just like me at the time. But unlike the relationship between me 
and Eleonora, she and IJ are not getting better to the point where we called 
each other with nicknames." 


That's because Limalisha always sticks to the position of being an 
adjutant. When talking to her about Elen, both parties had a good 

time. Sasha is also a little envious of the relationship between Ellen and 
Limalisha. But these are just trivial matters, not things that the monarch 
should spend time listening to. 


"However, if you don't dislike..." 
Just when she was about to continue. 
The wretched laughter of a certain man resounded through the hall. 


Looking back, a man was standing at the entrance of the hall. He is so tall 
that one has to look up. He was wearing leather armor, his skin color was 
brown, and the muscles of his limbs were swelling up vigorously, almost 
spreading the leather armor. The most impressive thing is the green that can 
be seen everywhere in that black hair. 


That was the man who showed up and intervened before the end of the 
battle a few days ago. The man laughed loudly and swaggered into the 
audience hall, with a defiant attitude as if he regarded this as his own 
backyard. 


"It's all in vain. Everything is talking about it. The great King of Asvarre, 
the ruler of mankind. As long as you have your strength, no matter what the 
origin of the enemy, you can be wiped out immediately and easily. How can 
you? As long as you bring your sword to the battlefield, no matter what 
enemy it is, it will immediately become your soul under the sword." 


"Mordred." 


The ancestor of Asvarre quietly called the man's name. His tone was 
extremely cold, completely different from just now, and the atmosphere was 
full of hostility, even Sasha couldn't help but shrink up after listening. It's 
totally different from just now. 


"What are you doing?" 


Hearing Artorius questioning, the brown-skinned man called Mordred 
raised an eyebrow and opened his arms exaggeratedly. 


"What? How can your Majesty treat me like this? In the previous battle, he 
dealt a tragic blow to the enemy and supported His Excellency Alexandra to 
successfully retreat, and the great hero who showed great power on the 
battlefield was not Is it me! And I am still coming all the way to pass on the 
words of my father. Your Majesty treats me like this, so cold and chilling!" 


Mordred talked about his achievements and loyalty. But Artorius still 
frowned and stared at him. When the man came to her side, Sasha stared at 
him. For him, Sasha has something to say, and there are also questions that 
must be asked. 


"Your Excellency Mordred. According to the report, at that time, you 
launched lightning strikes on the battlefield irrespective of the enemy and 
us, Causing a lot of casualties to our soldiers." 


"Oh, is this not Zhcted's Vanadis? It seems that you are not satisfied with 
the battle at Asvarre, it is really a shame." 


Mordred raised his mouth and smirked. 


"Although it is extremely regrettable that our soldiers have suffered losses, 
it is also the result of helplessness in such a chaotic situation. What's more, 
in the final analysis, the cause of the chaos is that you insist on fighting 
with the enemy. Singled out and neglected to command, didn't you?" 


"Both sides are silent." 

When Sasha was about to speak, Artorius interrupted first. 

"The old man is about to talk to her about this." 

"That's it, it seems that they disturbed the reprimand of the king." 


—Not only did not reprimand, His Majesty Artorius is still caring about 
me. 


Although Sasha retorted this in her heart, she didn't want to talk to this 
disgusting man at all, so she closed her mouth. 


Mordred seemed to have misunderstood her attitude again and sighed 
exaggeratedly again. Then, he talked like he was courting, and suddenly 
compared Sasha to a demure and graceful flower, and suddenly said that 
such a beautiful flower should not bloom on the battlefield, but should show 
her grace in the dance party. Something like... 


Then, he stretched his hand to Sasha's chest. 
"T am not resurrected to be a vase." 


Sasha couldn't help but blurted out this sentence. 


And the tone was very aggressive, even she herself was surprised. When 
she was about to remove Mordred's hand... 


suddenly her whole body became stiff and unable to move. 
—It's an oath! 


Sasha bit her lip and stared at Mordred. Mordred seemed to be taken aback, 
stopped her hand movement and took a step back. 


"Wow, it's really rude. It offends the lady; this is definitely not what I 
wanted." 


"You are not talking about this, Mordred." 
Artorius interrupted at the right time, giving Sasha a step. 


"What does Merlin want to tell me? Tell me, the son of evil spirits, a hybrid 
of humans and inhumans, an existence that inhabits the world and the 
underworld." 


"What did you just say?" 


Artorius said impatiently. It’s unclear what irritated Mordred in this 
sentence, he straightened his face and turned his head to look at the throne. 


His right hand was trembling, and his fingertips shot out flashes like electric 
lights. 


Sasha knew that the man in front of him was not an ordinary person, he was 
a hybrid between spirits and humans, and the green hair was 
proof. Therefore, he can show such terrible power on the battlefield. 


"Artorius, a mere puppet, dares to speak such rude words to me?" 
Mordred said in a scornful tone, and then he waved his right hand like a 


stone throwing, and there was a sharp noise between his fingers at the same 
time. Then the dazzling thunder light rushed to the throne. 


Artorius on the throne stayed still and withstood the thunder. No, as far as 
Sasha saw it, the light seemed to pass through Artorius' body. 


Sasha had seen with her own eyes that a knight was scorched and screamed 
to death after being attacked by Mordred. Moreover, this move can kill the 
horse and the big mountain boar in one move, and he himself often boasted 
that as long as he had this power, the dragon would not be his opponent. 


In the last battle, more than a hundred soldiers were killed by lightning. 
About half of them were Sasha's subordinates, including those whom Sasha 
knew. 


Seeing that the king was still unscathed after the proud blow, Mordred's 
self-esteem seemed to have been hurt, he gave a "tsk" and turned back. 


"Father said, take out the demons lurking in Zhcted first! That's it!" 


He roared so loudly, his voice resounded through the hall, and then he went 
out. 


After seeing his figure disappear at the other end of the corridor, Sasha was 
relieved and sighed greatly. Seeing her reaction in this way, Artorius smiled 
and said, 


"That guy is really annoying. I've had enough of my old body, and I don't 
want to let anyone manipulate my destiny anymore." 


At this time, Sasha suddenly became curious. What happened to him and 
the Knights of the Round Table three hundred years ago? Why did they 
choose to come back from the dead? Do they have any unforeseen regrets? 


-Why would I be persuaded by the evil existence? 


Life is not completely free now, and Sasha and others are just puppets 
allowed to be manipulated by evil spirits. 


Yes, she is a puppet. Mordred's words are true. The lives of Sasha and 
others are currently controlled by an oath, and are in the hands of evil 
spirits. They can't resist, and can't hurt that existence. 


Since Mordred had the bloodline that existed, the oath was just as valid in 
front of him. Sasha could not defy Mordred, neither could Artorius, and the 
Lord of Marksmen should be no different. 


However, Sasha felt that the Lord of Marksmen seemed to possess a certain 
ability, even surpassing Artorius. He may have the means to fight against 
the oath... 


"Sasha, I will still make you wronged in the future, I hope you can endure 
it.” 


"Thank your majesty for your concern." 


Sasha can clearly feel that she is completely convinced by the person in 
front of him. Just listening to his voice will feel at ease. 


Could this be the real majesty? In the last period of her life, she had never 
had this experience, or even thought about it. Is this what a leader should 
look like? 


"The old man came back from the mainland to find my knight, so you can 
rest for a while. Okay, let's go down." 


Sasha bowed, and then went out to see the hall. 


For the knight Artorius found, Sasha had a bottom. To be honest, they are 
not reliable when it comes to leading troops, but when it comes to personal 
force, they are comparable to her. Sasha thinks it should be possible to let 
those people take over their duties. 


Sasha pressed her left arm, still unable to exert force. Since being slashed 
by Limalisha, this body has been very heavy. According to Artorius, this 
was caused by the existence of the so-called Lake spirit. The sword is 
powerful enough to rival the dragon, what is it? 


"It's terrifying to be unable to move the body." 


Sasha remembered the feeling. The body is getting heavier and heavier, as 
if it is no longer his body. She still can't forget the shocking feeling. Being 


attacked by the disease and seeing her body become thinner and weaker, she 
was extremely desperate. 


Sasha has always wanted a normal body. 


She desperately desires an ordinary body, so that she can be sure that she 
can welcome the ordinary body in the morning before going to bed at 
night. This wish was never realized in the last period of life. 


"The Lord of Marksmen said to His Majesty that the wounds caused by the 
blue dagger will heal as long as you rest for a while." 


That's great. 


Even so, she still felt a little uneasy. She still had doubts deep in her heart 
and couldn't fully trust her current body. This is her destiny deeply 
imprinted in her heart. 


Despite having such a healthy body, she is still worried that one day she 
might suddenly fall ill and cause her body to lose freedom. For her, this is a 
hateful weakness and a flaw that should be overcome. 


"Probably because of this, I hate that man so much, even to the point where 
it is unnecessary." 


Sasha recalled the abhorrence that surged when she saw Mordred just now, 
and analyzed herself in this way. 


Sasha, who was reborn, carried the only vow on her back, which was to 
obey the evil spirit's contract. Mordred would remind her of the existence of 
the oath, and the oath would remind her of her unfree body and the hateful 
past. 


Mordred was so disgusted by resistance. Of course, that man staring at her 
body unabashedly is also one of the reasons... 


"Physical, isn't it? Does my body have the charm of being a woman?" 


Thinking of this, Sasha smiled sarcastically. 


After she was terminally ill in the past, her body continued to weaken, and 
she could not expect to have any objects at all. Men seemed to regard her 
frail and sickly body as an ominous thing that should be avoided. It is no 
wonder that she herself has taken the initiative to alienate any male. She 
thought it was right to do so, after all, she would soon disappear. Even so, 
she still has a little bit of regret for this, and she has extravagant hopes in 
her heart, and the existence that came to the invitation claims to be able to 
realize her wish. 


So, Sasha accepted the invitation without hesitation. 


As aresult, she had to confront the important friend of her former best 
friend... Limalisha. 


The reason why she came to this island was because Sasha herself entrusted 
Eleonora in her last words to protect the land of Legnica. She felt that this 
must have caused a lot of trouble to Elen. When she thinks of this, she can 
hardly avoid feeling guilty. 


—Elen will definitely not forgive me now. 


Even so, Sasha has made up her mind that she must live as she pleases in 
this life, and she firmly believes that she can do it. 


For this reason, she did not hesitate to fight Lim, and never hesitated. 


As for Valentina, Sasha kept a distance from her before she was alive, and 
the water in the well did not violate the river. Her actions always make 
Sasha feel weird, even tricky. Now that she thinks about it, maybe that 
person is rebellious towards King Zhcted, but these are not important to 
Sasha now. 


"T was a Politician, right?" 
As a politician in Legnica, how did Sasha behave? 


Regardless of authority, at least in terms of administration, Sasha believes 
that she should be an unqualified leader. After her condition worsened, 


Sasha was almost unable to perform her duties. Fortunately, the system of 
the Principality ensured that the administration could function normally 
even without a Vanadis. After her death, she became a foreign enemy 
invading Legnica. Thinking of this, she thought she was not qualified to 
make irresponsible remarks to any political person. 


At this time, she suddenly felt extremely tired. The reason why her thoughts 
keep thinking about bad things should also be due to fatigue. The physical 
condition will affect the normal thinking of her mind, which Sasha knows 
very well. 


"It looks like it's time to rest." 


Sasha walked to the room she was assigned to in the palace. Although there 
are almost no people in the palace, the magical thing is that the necessary 
rooms in the palace are always clean and comfortable, and it seems like a 
good maid is taking care of it. 


The Knight of the Round Table named Percival joked before leaving for the 
Guinevere faction, "Maybe there really are spirit maids here." Could this be 
one of the king's abilities? 


In any case, it is a wonderful thing to have a clean bed to be able to lie 
down on. Sasha walked into the room, poured a glass of water to drink, then 
lay down on the bed, and fell asleep deeply. 


She did not even dream. 
T 
Sasha did not wake up until morning. She felt very thirsty. 


The kettle was filled with clean water unknowingly. It stands to reason that 
as long as someone approaches, Sasha will wake up, but there seems to be 

no sign of anyone else in the room. Nevertheless, such an incredible fact is 
in sight. Although she was used to it, she was still puzzled. 


After drinking to quench her thirst, Sasha stood up. 


Then she went to the bath. This was originally a luxurious bath only 
allowed to be used by members of the royal family, but Artorius generously 
opened it to his subordinates. At present, the only people in the palace 
should be Artorius and Sasha right. A few of his confidants went to work in 
the town, and it should take some time before they come back. 


And this bath is the same, someone always cleans it, and there is always hot 
water in the bath. In order to wash away the sweat from falling asleep, she 
began to take a shower. 


While washing away the sweat from her body in the large bath, she looked 
down at her body. There was no wound on his body either. The wound 
caused by the man named Tigre had been completely healed, but the left 
arm that was slashed by Limalisha still couldn't be used. So just holding the 
sword is not easy, the power of the blue artifact is really scary. 


The man who claimed to be the Lord of Marksman also got his right eye 
scratched by the same weapon. The bodies that Sasha and others got after 
resurrection were stronger than the original ones. Even if they suffered a 
little injury, they would heal automatically in a short time, even the damage 
caused by the artifact. Only Limalisha’s weapon seemed to have a special 
effect on the body of the resurrected. 


"More importantly--" Sasha recalled her eyes. 


"Elen, your good friend seems to have had a good experience in the land of 
Asvarre. Maybe she will surpass you one day." 


In the Principality of Leitmeritz in Zhcted, Limalisha as Elen's adjutant 
performed impressively, reassuring and trusted, but had a strong 
dependence on the monarch. She always follows Elen, keeping a step 
away. Sasha was sure that if she were to fight against Limalisha like this, 
she would never feel afraid. 


She saw her a few days ago but it was different. At that time, she had the 
persistence of greed for victory, and the courage of going forward no matter 
what, struggling to the end, and never letting go without defeating the 


enemy, even made Sasha feel terrified. She is a good opponent now, and 
Sasha can appreciate her from the heart. 


"It should be the archer who made her change." 


She remembers that person's name was Tigrevurmud Vorn. Sasha didn't 
know this young man. He seemed to be about the same age as Elen, and he 
could see a strong bond between the two of them. It must be the kind of 
bond that Sasha hadn't been able to get in her lifetime, which made her feel 
very dazzling. 


But for Sasha in this life, that aspect has nothing to do with her. That is 
something she must give up. Sasha has been giving up. The last period of 
life can be said to be a life of giving up all kinds of obsessions every 

day. She only knows this way of living. She can only live her life like this. 


At least so far. 


Now that you have this healthy body, will the situation be 
different? Thinking of this, a prank mentality emerged in my heart. 


Although she knew this was unruly behavior, she still tried to swim in the 
bath. She is not good at swimming, but she can still paddle and kick 
smoothly with her hands and feet, and the harsh sound of water in the bath, 
resounding throughout the bath. Seeing her body floating on the water and 
resisting the swing of the water, she couldn't help laughing. 


"It feels good. When you are dull, swimming in the river may be a good 
choice. After all, I may have to stand by for a while." 


Sasha muttered to herself, mocking herself. 


"Starting the second part of my life is to devote myself to fighting, but I 
didn't expect to live a long time when I can't fight. What should I do now?" 


She just said to herself and didn't expect anyone to respond to her. But—— 


"How conscientious it is, admirable and admirable!" A 


man's voice sounded in the bath. Sasha quickly turned her head and saw a 
man with black hair and green hair standing behind. 


"Your Excellency Mordred." 


Sasha was very surprised. When did he come in? Sasha thought that there 
were only herself and Artorius in the palace. This person should have left 
Kerchester, and she had to say that she was indeed a little lax. 


Even so, she was not absent-minded. As a Vanadis, she has encountered 
countless assassins, and has long developed the habit of subconsciously 
paying attention to the surrounding breath. 


Although she was thinking about things just now, she really didn't want to 
admit that she was so slack when she was naked until the man approached 
without even noticing it. If so, it means that this man is very skilled in 
hiding his breath, and he is an object of carelessness. 


"I'm using this bath; men shouldn’t be here." 


"No, no, please don't mind me. I am not here to take a bath; I am interested 
in you." 


The man didn't intend to be obedient at all, but swaggered towards 
Sasha. He is very tall and must look up to see his face. His lustful eyes 
focused on her chest. 


Sasha resisted the bitter cold without covering up, staring at the man. Her 
right hand first clenched her fist reflexively, then sighed deeply and opened 
her hand. Mordred raised his lips and smirked. 


"It seems you know very well, Your Excellency Alexandra. You can't beat 
me. You made an oath with my father and were resurrected by the power of 
the Holy Grail. You can't harm my father and inherit his blood. You must be 
very weak; you are completely powerless now." 


"Really? Do you want to try and find out?" 


"Then let me do whatever I want." 


Mordred licked the corner of his mouth and pushed Sasha's body. Sasha 
couldn't even dodge, just a stagger. The sturdy right hand stretched over and 
pressed her body against the wall of the bath. He grabbed her chest roughly, 
causing her to tighten her whole body, closing her eyes tightly like a girl. 


Sasha was pinched around her neck and couldn't help making an ugly 
moan. The man's chest was kneaded arbitrarily, which filled her with 
disgust. But all she could do was to hold back her tremors desperately. 


At this time, Mordred suddenly let go of the hand holding her neck, and she 
felt her body floating in the air. 


Opening his eyes, Artorius' face was close to him. Although Sasha was very 
keen, she only noticed that after a slow beat, Artorius picked up his body 
with only one left hand. Artorius hugged Sasha back, and only put her down 
when he was about ten steps away from Mordred and put a bath towel on 
her. 


Artorius should also be bound by an oath. How did he rescue Sasha from 
Mordred's claws? Sasha was completely unable to grasp the situation, she 
sat on the ground feebly, and could only look up at Artorius' face with her 
mouth open. 


"What do you want?" 


His Desire was thwarted, and the man's tone was full of resentment and 
roughness. Artorius looked away from Sasha and said, "Stay away." Sasha 
quickly stood up, away from the two men who were facing each other. Now 
she looked like a little girl without the strength of a chicken, even she 
couldn't help but smile. 


"Your Excellency Artorius, do you know what you are doing? I am a 
messenger sent by my father." 


"The old man has never used guys who bully others by power, so he keeps 
knocking down those who are not pleasing to his eyes. He became a king 
unknowingly. Although he is known as the founding father of the country, it 
is actually just that." 


"Knowing that under the bondage of the oath, you can't beat me, so dare to 
brag! Then I will Punish you a little bit, don't move!" 


Mordred shook his left hand, and the dazzling thunder light suddenly shone, 
so bright that Sasha could not look directly. Artorius' body was struck by 
the lightning... but he was still smiling and unmoved. 


Sasha seemed to see thunder light passing through his body just now. Could 
it be that he escaped the lightning strike at a high speed she couldn't see? 


If this is the case, the standing position has not changed at all. It may also 
be that he used some kind of secret technique to invalidate the lightning, but 
because of the restrictions of the oath that Sasha and he received, they must 
absolutely obey the other's orders within a certain limit. Mordred had just 
said "no move", and logically Artorius should not be able to defy this order. 


In this case, what exactly did Artorius do? Could it be that he doesn't have 
to do anything, and Mordred's lightning strikes can't hurt him at all? 


"This guy... don't be arrogant!" 
Mordred flushed with anger, and lightly waved his right hand. 


A spear with a green tip came out of his hand. The brown-skinned man 
crossed ten steps in the blink of an eye and pierced the spear deeply into 
Artorius' chest. 


Sasha yelled "Ah," she thought blood would spurt out next. 

But what she expected did not happen. After Mordred drew the gun, 
Artorius' body and clothes were unharmed and there was no gap. With his 
nonchalant expression on his face, it seemed like nothing had happened. 
"What the hell? did you move! Call me!" 

"The old man did nothing." 


"You’re lying!" 


"It's true. Under the constraints of the vows, the old man can't lie, can't 
you?" 


Mordred still intends to continue to scold him loudly, but at this time, 
another burst of laughter from the bath interrupted him. Everyone turned 
their heads to look in the direction of the laughter, and before they knew it, 
there was another person there. 


The man wore red hair and it couldn't be clear whether it was a man or a 
woman, who claimed to be the Lord of Marksman. The last time Sasha saw 
him, he lost an eye, but now his eye has grown back and is as good as 

ever. He watched Artorius talking with Mordred, looking very funny. 


"This juggling is really interesting and funny. The ancestors of Asvarre and 
half-spirits, please continue to please me." 


"Presumptuous!" 


Mordred directed his anger at the Lord of Marksman and stared at each 
other with him. 


"Otherwise, you can try it to me. It's just that a vow of that degree..." 
"Don't talk!" 

"Tt won't work for me." 

"Shut up!" 


"If it's the evil spirit, it's another matter. You just inherited a little bit of a 
meager blood, those humble words—" 


"I told you to shut up!" 
"I can't get into my ears at all." 


Mordred did indeed start an oath. But the Lord of Marksmen easily broke 
the limits of the oath just like he himself said, and still continued to speak. 


As if vows or something didn't exist in the beginning. 


Sasha couldn't believe it, she opened her eyes wide, and the oath should be 
valid even for Artorius. He also possesses unusual power, an existence 
beyond ordinary human beings. It seems that the Lord of Marksmen may 
really be above Artorius, an existence that completely surpasses human 
beings. 


Mordred strode towards the Lord of Marksmen. The atmosphere between 
the two is tense and on the verge of breaking out. The tense atmosphere 
made Sasha tremble. Was this instinctive fear? 


Mordred stood in front of the Bow King with the spear in his hand. 
"Don't move!" 
"Huh?" 


The Lord of Marksmen raised his left hand and scratched the back of his 
head. The action was very deliberate, as if to show him deliberately. 


Then he looked at Mordred and opened his mouth. 

"Bah" 

he spits out his red tongue straight out. 

The manner was very funny, but no one in the room could laugh. 
"You, you fellow...!" 


Mordred was shaking with anger, but in the end he barely suppressed his 
anger. 


"Whatever you want!" 


He walked past the bow king and strode out of the bath. 


The sound of his footsteps echoed in the corridor, and the sound gradually 
faded away. After she couldn't hear the footsteps at all, Sasha took a deep 

breath. Only then did she realize that she had been holding her breath just 
now. 


"I suddenly came over and took a look with a bad feeling. It seems that it is 
right to follow my intuition." 


The Lord of Marksmen said with a smile to Sasha and Artorius. 


"He is such a funny clown. If I have my own court, I would also like a 
clown like that." 


"You will think that guy is only interesting in the world. That guy makes the 
old man a little unpleasant." 


"Don't worry! In life, as long as you have the heart to enjoy it, fun is 
everywhere." 


—The level is completely different. 


At this time, Sasha was deeply aware of the gap. Although Artorius's power 
was far superior to her and was completely out of reach, the level of the 
Lord of Marksmen was one or two higher, and it could be said that the level 
of existence was completely different. Such a strong person turned out to be 
his own, which is really reassuring. 


Sasha bowed his thanks to the Lord of Marksmen. The Lord of Marksmen 
nodded calmly and generously, and then told her "young people should take 
care of their bodies", speaking like an old man. 


At this time Artorius smiled and said, "Aren't you also a young man now?", 
"You too are now" The Lord of Marksmen also responded with a smile to 
Artorius. 


They seem to get along very well, which is really nice. Sasha thought so, 
feeling a lot more relieved. 


"Okay, let's leave quickly. Sasha, although such an accident has just 
happened, I hope you don't dislike it and continue to enjoy the old bath." 


Artorius finished speaking, and left the bath with the Lord of Marksmen. 
It's better to be respectful, and Sasha continued to take a bath. 


In order to formally thank the Lord of Marksmen, Sasha went to the 
audience hall to ask for a meeting, but Artorius said that the Lord of 
Marksmen had already left. Artorius’s navy is still staying at Zhcted, and 
the Lord of Marksmen will return to command. 


"He said he must destroy Zhcted's demon this time, he is very motivated." 
"Ts there a demon?" 
"Yes, and it's still lurking beside the king. It's amazing." 


Zhcted was her former motherland. In the last part of her life, Sasha served 
as a lord and was loyal as a Vanadis. Knowing that there is an unknown 
dark existence in the country, it is absolutely deceptive to say that she 
doesn't care. 


Mordred was completely gone and left the palace. As for where he went, it 
is unknown, there is no clue at all. The Lord of Marksmen said that 
Mordred's self-esteem is very strong and will not appear in front of them in 
the short term. 


"There is also good news. According to reports, the aging knight has arrived 
at the port and will come to the palace soon." 


Artorius continued: 


"Galahad and Bors are both knights trusted by the elders. They will surely 
kill all the artifact holders of the Guinevere faction." 


The Knights of the Round Table are still the objects of popular belief in 
Asvarre. The two mentioned by Artorius are even more prestigious knights 
among them. 


T 


The village fell into a sea of flames. The pair of mother and son who had 
fled hurriedly was pierced by thunder light from behind, wailing 

loudly. The situation here is miserable and wailing, and Mordred is standing 
at the center of this hell-like scene. 


The tall man laughed like crazy, doing his best in the village because the 
village supported the rebels. However, this area is actually quite far away 
from Kerchester, the lord still maintains a neutral position, and Artorius 
does not intend to forcefully draw in. 


Because of this, this is the right goal for him. 


He can arbitrarily run wild here, liberate his animosity, and reconfirm his 
strength by the way. 


"What the hell, it's still going to die!" 


He held the green-headed spear with his left hand, and pierced the body of 
the man who rushed towards him. 


An expression of joy appeared on Mordred's face. Lightning bursts from his 
hand, killing the villagers who hurriedly escaped one by one. A man in iron 
armor who appeared to be a knight looked furious and rushed over on his 
horse. A stern smile appeared on Mordred's face, and he raised his right 
hand forward, abruptly blocking the rushing horse. 


The sound of broken bones sounded, the weight of the horse's whole body 
was gathered on his head, and the horse's head broke and spurted. The 
knight's expression was distorted in astonishment, and his body rose into 
the air with the force of the sprint. The man in the armor fell heavily to the 
ground, vomiting blood from his mouth, and could no longer stand up. 


"How could there be such a powerful arm! Damn demon!" 
Mordred laughed and stabbed the knight to death. 


"A Demon, good point. Yes, I am special. Fear me and run away from me!" 


Thunder and lightning hit the hut, the house burst into flames, screams were 
heard inside the house, and the men and women with burning backs rushed 
out of the house and rolled on the ground. The woman is holding the baby 
in her hands. 








"It seems that there are still people hiding." 


After discovering the new prey, Mordred raised his mouth. 


"Hey, you humbly beg me for mercy. If I find it interesting, I will let you 
live." 


So the man and the woman knelt on the ground and begged Mordred for 
mercy in a pleading tone. The baby wailed loudly, and the harsh crying 
irritated Mordred. 


"Enough." 


Mordred struck the man to death with lightning, then assaulted the baby's 
mother, and then cut her neck with a hand knife. 


Now only the baby who was still crying remained, Mordred hooked the 
strap of the baby's clothes with the tip of his spear and held it high. 


"Fly high, fly high. Are you happy?" The baby cried louder. 
"It's So noisy." 


Mordred flicked the spear, and the young body flew out, hitting the outer 
wall of a nearby house hard, making a dull crash. The living person turned 
into a pool of minced meat, and Mordred's face was stern when he felt the 
flesh and blood splash on his face. 


"It's boring, but that's the case." 
After the frenzied emotions passed, only boredom remained inside. Even 


so, the lump inside finally disappeared after venting his anger. He found 
himself feeling at ease now. 


—Relief? Did I feel uneasy? Am I afraid? What am I afraid of? 


When he was about to continue thinking about it, Mordred shook his head 
quickly. 


"Impossible." 
That is impossible. That kind of fact should never exist. 


Mordred thought he was a special existence, he was born between evil 
spirits and humans, and was superior to humans. The sky is not afraid, not 
afraid, absolutely should not be afraid of anything. 


Even if the opponent is a character in the legend, or a character who has 
disappeared from the other side of the legend, there is no exception. 


"Those guys are not to be feared at all. They must have moved something, 
that's all." 


Yes, it must be so, he can’t be too careless to be deceived. Only by being 
bluffed by the other party's arrogant attitude, will the essence be 
overlooked. 


They are nothing but people resurrected from the dead; mere items he can 
do whatever he wants with. Mordred integrated the knowledge his father 
told him to judge this way. 


Mordred thought to himself that they could not defy their orders after all, 
and it was necessary to make a thorough repair to let them know who was 
the boss. 


In that case, he will return to Kirchester right now... 


Thinking of this, the eyes of the Lord of Marksmen could not help but 
appear in his mind. 


The incomparably cold eyes seemed to pierce through the body and mind, 
shocking Mordred. 


He couldn't help but "tsk". 

"Tl go to Kirchester again later." 

He changed his mind, turned and walked out of the village. 
"Damn, damn, damn!" 


Mordred's cursing sounded from the depths of the forest, echoing in the 
empty village where the villagers were all dead. 


T 


A ship approached the harbor, and the two knights disembarked. Artorius 
came to greet him personally, and Sasha also followed. She found that 
Artorius was in a surprisingly good mood today. He embraced the two 
knights cheerfully and comforted their hard work in the mainland with 
words. The knights did not show a particularly awe, but patted Artorius on 
the shoulders and celebrated the reunion. 


One of the knights is a mature male wearing leather armor. He is tall and 
has a small beard. He claims to be Bors, the Knight of the Round 

Table. Regarding Sasha, he first praised her politely and condolences her 
injury, and finally said, "Your actions are very good, you should be a master 
of swordsmanship. Can you play with me afterwards?", A dangerous smile 
appeared on his face. 


Of course, Sasha agreed immediately. 


"T can't ask for a fight against the legendary Knights of the Round Table. It 
won't be worthwhile for me to come back to life." 


The other knight is a young knight in plate armor, and he is equally taciturn 
to Artorius. Attitude, maybe he was like this, Artorius and Bors didn't seem 
to care about it. He reported his name to Sasha, calling himself Galahad, 
and then bowed. 


"Alexandra, the knight of the round table, look forward to seeing your 
sword skills." 


After he finished speaking, Artorius and Bors looked very surprised, as if it 
was because he didn't expect him to talk so much. Sasha couldn't help but 
think ‘how silent is this person is usually?’ 


After Artorius returned to the palace, Sasha and the Knights of the Round 
Table played in the training ground. 


Many soldiers gathered to visit the scene, and Sasha and Bors each took a 
training sword and began to fight. Bors approached Sasha with solid sword 
skills, and Sasha moved dexterously, playing with his opponents with a 
tactic of hitting and running. The breathtaking brilliant offense and defense 
lasted for dozens of rounds, and finally Sasha's sword pointed at Bors' 
throat. 


"I gave up. It's amazing, it's wonderful. You are so skilled; one can't think 
that there is such a master of swordsmanship in this era." 


"Because you haven't come up with real skills, your best weapon is a gun." 


"No. I can use any weapon. After learning how to use guns, swords, axes, 
and mallets, I finally squeezed into the seat of the Knights of the Round 
Table. In fact, I only respected the last seat. I didn't expect to be regarded as 
one of the legends after three hundred years. " 


Although Bors said this modestly, he is undoubtedly an outstanding fighter 
who has been able to fight Sasha for so many rounds. Such a powerful 
sword skill, if coupled with the power of the divine weapon, will definitely 
be able to exert the combat power of a Vanadis. There is such a strong one 
among her own people, which makes Sasha feel very reliable in her heart. 


"Your Excellency Galahad. Can you please play with me?" 
Galahad shook his head because he thought it was enough to understand 
Sasha playing with Bors. Then, Sasha found the silent soldier staring at her 


left arm. Sasha held down that hand and smiled bitterly: 


"It's true that you haven't fully recovered yet, and you can see it." 


"Oh, it turns out that you have been using your right hand only to make me, 
but I still can't beat you. I have no right to complain. Your Excellency, 
Alexandra, the new knight appointed by your majesty, we old knights 
sincerely welcome you to join us." 


Bors stretched out his right hand. Sasha also reached out and shook hands 
with him. 


She then shook hands with Galahad. His palm is not only big, but also 
powerful. 


"Your Excellency Bors, Your Excellency Galahad, it's fine to call me Sasha. 
I would like to ask for more advice in the future." The 


soldiers clapped their hands and blessed excitedly, and applauded. Soon, the 
Artorius lords knew about it. 


"We can't stay by your Majesty's side. Sasha, your Majesty will ask you." 


"Your Majesty is powerful and invincible. It doesn't matter without me... I 
have a lot of things I want to know; can I talk to you?" 


"Of course it’s no problem. I will definitely say something happy and 
vigorously introduce our beloved Majesty." 


Galahad also nodded firmly, his eyes seemed to be a little excited. Sasha 
thought to herself, the expressions of the two men would be particularly 
happy when they mentioned Artorius. 


"It just so happens that I have a good mead here. Sasha, do you drink?" 


"Due to physical factors, I tried to avoid drinking during my lifetime. But 
now this healthy body seems to drink well. Let me accompany you." 


Sasha had a good night with Bors and Galahad. 


The next day, Sasha went to visit Duke David. In the last expedition, this 
man secretly coordinated the princes, which can be said to be the hero 
behind the scenes. 


He is a young man with deep furrowed brows. It’s unclear if he has gray 
hair because of his heart-wrenching relationship. After the fall of 
Kerchester, he chose to submit, and he had a vast territory in the west of 
Asvarre Island. Although he is a Duke, he hardly participated in central 
politics not long ago, and only bothered to manage his own territory. Maybe 
he didn't want to follow either side, but during the turbulent period when 
the country was divided into two halves, he got the position of prime 
minister under Artorius. 


He was able to properly command the allied forces of the princes. Because 
of his dedication, the army did not have to worry about logistical matters 
whether it was advancing or retreating. At the same time, he was also one 
of the few people who could enter and exit Kerchester except for the 
Knights of the Round Table. Even if Artorius possesses extraordinary 
abilities, without the presence of Duke David, the political, economic, and 
military plans of Artorius may have long been stuck in a difficult situation. 


Rumor has it that he is a man with a weird look and can't see what he is 
thinking, but Sasha knows that these bad comments are not true. In fact, he 
is just a good and easy to worry about man. 


"The Lords Bors of the Knights of the Round Table and Lord Galahad, are 
they? Although martial arts are excellent, His Majesty has never handed 
over the army to them to lead. In other words, at best they can be called 
martial arts. Lord Sasha, you have a wealth of experience in serving as a 
lord and leading soldiers to fight, and it is of course to be reused by your 
majesty." 


This person said in the first sentence. Although his comments were 
unceremonious, they didn't sound like Bors and the others, nor did he seem 
to be deliberately trying to please Sasha. His attitude feels like the old man 
observing the energetic young man with a broad mind. 


"Being able to serve your Majesty makes me feel that I have a place to play 
my abilities, and it's worth it. It feels like I'm younger." 


"Your Excellency. I'm so sorry to trouble you." 


"Don't say that, Sasha Your Excellency. Everyone has their own talents. I 
don’t have the guts to challenge an archer who can kill even a dragon head- 
on. In other words, why are the knights of the Round Table, who are your 
majesty’s confidantes, are all rashers who only know how to run wild? 
Really? It's hard to understand." 


"It's not really incredible." 


Sasha mentioned what Bors and Galahad - mainly said by Bors - told her 
when they had a drink last night. 


"T heard that Asvarre Island was very barren three hundred years ago. At 
that time, tomatoes and potatoes had not been spread to this island. It was 
also difficult to find land suitable for farming. The population was much 
smaller than it is now. The size of the army was only ten tenths of today. 
Under such a background, as long as there are a few knights with extremely 
high martial arts in the army, they can easily win the battle with their 
active... But of course, there should be other elements in fact. In order to 
fight after cleaning up the aftermath, your Majesty must have handled a lot 
of affairs alone." 


"That must be very hard." 
The current Asvarre Island seems to have no correct record of that era. 
-Of course it is... 


Sasha thinks so, because it is the same in Zhcted. The correct record of the 
ancestor of the black dragon incarnation and the war maiden has long been 
lost. 


Of course, the royal family has compiled legends about the founding of the 
country, but everyone knows that it is the creation of later generations, and 
no one knows how much of it is true. What's more, Sasha has never been in 
the official library of the palace, and her situation prevents her from reading 
those books. 


"So, there is no change in the operation of the unified lords' formation of 
the legion, do you mean that?" 


"Yes. Please prepare to fight back. You and I should be the one 
commanding the legion. Your Majesty also said that it will be assigned 
another time. The mission is to Lord Bors and Lord Galahad.” 


As for the content of the mission, Sasha is not known. She was only 
notified that the two knights had not taken a rest to relieve the fatigue of the 
journey and had already set off this morning. 


Perhaps... 


Sasha looked up at the sky thoughtfully, and the sky on this island was still 
as gloomy as usual. 


After that, another period of time passed. 
T 
Under the gray sky, two knights rode side by side on the road. 


One of them was a mature man in leather armor, and the other was a young 
man in plate armor. The mature man has a spear strapped to his back, and 
the tip of the spear is black and red. The young man wears a sword around 
his waist, which also exudes a sinister and ominous atmosphere. Although 
they both carry other weapons on their bodies, as long as they have a little 
bit of vision, they can tell that these two are their main weapons. 


However, those who know the two weapons should be people who know 
the information of the artifact. 


"That woman named Sasha is really a beautiful woman. I really want to 
enjoy mead alone with her." 


The mature knight touched his proud mustache and said to his partner. 


"T said Galahad, is that the type you like?" 


The knight called Galahad didn't say a word, but shook his head. The 
middle-aged knight looked at it and laughed. 


"Really? But after you heard about what happened in the bath, it was rare to 
show your emotions, didn't you? At that time, you seemed to rush out to kill 
that Mordred at any time." 


"There is an oath." 


There was a pause. After a while, the young man replied. The primeval 
knight nodded in agreement. 


"That's true. Because of the vow we made, we can't hurt the hateful man. 
Not only that, but you have to obey his orders? However, I heard that the 
Lord of Marksman has overcome this ingeniously... Is it good or bad?" 


The young man's eyes shook a little, as if asking, "What do you mean by 
"good or bad"?", and the change in his eyes is very subtle, only his partner 
can see come out. The mature man thought to himself, this guy was still the 
same, and couldn't help but smile wryly. 


"I mean, is the Lord of Marksmen really on your Majesty's side? Your 
Majesty once fought with him, and finally the two sides confirmed each 
other's strength. It is said that it was not long before our resurrection." 


When he heard Artorius mention it, he was very surprised. Even if he 
wanted to know more about the specific situation, Artorius just smiled and 
refused to tell him the details. What kind of battle was the battle between 
the two? Thinking of this, he felt quite excited, as if he had recovered his 
childishness. 


"Galahad, what do you think?" 


Galahad thought for a while without saying a word, and then slowly shook 
his head, meaning it should mean "don't know" or "unable to judge." The 
prime-age knight looked at it and laughed bravely. 


"You are always so cautious and as taciturn as before. Isn't it boring to live 
like this?" 


Even if the mature man made fun of him, the young man's expression 
remained the same, just staring forward. The primeval knight sighed and 
said, 


"Even if you come back from the dead, you still haven't changed." 

"So are you." 

Galahad actually opened the Chrysostom. 

"Your Excellency Bors, you haven't changed since you were resurrected." 


The knight called Bors widened his eyes, then leaned back exaggeratedly, 
and was about to fall off his horse. Galahad stretched out his hand to 
support his partner's body. 


"I'm sorry, um, I didn't expect to hear you talk and laugh like this. That's it, 
it's worth coming back from the dead this time." 


Galahad shook his head slightly. The meaning of this action should be "I 
can't do anything with you.". But he always feels helpless because of Bors's 
words and deeds. It was like this three hundred years ago, and it is so 

now. As a partner, he has long been used to it. 


The two of them served the great king together, and finally died, leaving 
only one regret, and now they are resurrected for this. Many knights 
disagreed, but even so, Bors and Galahad still chose to believe in their 
king. Another knight who held the same opinion with them was Percival. 


Now someone has defeated Percival. 


Killing or being killed is a matter of course on the battlefield, and they have 
no resentment or hatred. What's more, they have already died once. 


But there is interest. They want to know what kind of people can kill such 
heroes. As fighters, they are purely curious about it. 


So they returned from the mainland. Earlier, the king ordered the two to 
inspect the mainland territory of Asvarre Kingdom, asking them to go to the 
mountains and play, and by the way, the demons were found and 

destroyed. Therefore, Bors and Galahad have successively visited the lords 
in the Asvarre region on the mainland in the past few months, and 
successfully wooed them to join, but they have not found any demons. 


However, he defeated a few dragons. 


They often just happen to see dragons running wild in the human village. If 
it were ordinary humans, no matter how many people gathered, they 
couldn't fight against a dragon, so the two of them removed dragons 
everywhere in the mainland territory of Asvarre. People believe that they 
are the reincarnation of heroes, that the Knights of the Round Table they 
believe in-Bors and Galahad have really returned. 


And this was one of the king's plans, and the two knights completed the 
king's plan beautifully. 


But for them, this task is very boring. 


At this level, even if you deal with several dragons at the same time, there is 
no sense of crisis at all, but the dragons are defeated one by one based on 
the obligation. To be thanked and trusted for this little thing, it makes them 
feel a little embarrassed. According to the residents, this kind of thing has 
never happened before, so they think it should be caused by some kind of 
conspiracy. 


Conspiracy, presumably demons are at work. Those despicable demons 
thought that the trivial meaning of inciting the dragon would stop 
them. Such a method is really inferior and boring, and it seems that the 
demons are not to a great extent. 


Therefore, both of them were extremely excited about their first mission 
after returning to Asvarre Island. They can meet the heroes with their own 
eyes, no matter what the consequences; they still sincerely look forward to 
it. 


"Galahad." 


The young knight who was riding his horse turned to look at Bors, as if 
asking "What?" 


"This time we must die without regret." 
"Yeah." 


Galahad immediately nodded in agreement. Normally, he is thoughtful and 
cautious in his words and deeds, and he would never answer so 
thoughtlessly. Seeing him like this, Bors felt extremely happy. Knowing 
that his partner is in exactly the same mood as him makes him very excited. 


"I'm looking forward to it. Ah, I'm really looking forward to it! It's even 
more exciting than mead!" 


Bors yelled so loudly, his yelling disappeared into the forest. 


The two knights continued to advance on the journey. 


Chapter 4 - Sir Bors and Sir 
Galahad 


The castles of the Viscount Bors and Galahad Arnie are small and 
simple, and the Viscount spends most of the day in the town next to the 
castle. The castle is surrounded by a moat and is a strong fortress. This 
castle is said to have been built during the war in the central area of 
Asvarre, which is three hundred years ago. Over the past three hundred 
years, it has been continuously repaired and maintained bit by bit, and it has 
been maintained until now. It can be said to be a historic site. 


But it is not Viscount Arnie who maintains the castle, but the previous 
owner of the castle. The owner’s family was ransacked because of family 
fighting 20 years ago, so the Viscount’s family inherited the land. In order 
to inherit the territory, the Viscount family must advance to the city and 
gradually calm the resistance forces. 


After showing sufficient force, the Viscount family was affirmed and 
became the lord of this place. Now the second-generation lord manages this 
land down-to-earth. 


Soon after the sun rose to the top, the group arrived at the castle and entered 
the city under the welcome of Viscount Arnie. 


The Viscount, who inherited the title from his father, should be 47 years old 
this year, but there is nothing white in his brown hair. When he was born 
tall and strong, he straightened his waist and greeted Lynette with a serious 
expression, his expression looked energetic, and no one would doubt that he 
was only in his twenties this year. It is said that when the Viscount’s family 
moved to this territory, this man took the place of his father to lead soldiers 


to fight in various places, and the scar on his face was as eye-catching as a 
medal. 


"The boats and carts are exhausted, and you must be very tired. I have sent 
someone to put hot water in the bath, please rest." 


It is said that the spacious bath for nobles is one of the famous features of 
this castle, so the group decided Borrow the bath with gratitude. 


T 
‘No wonder the Viscount is so proud’-Lim thought. 


The bath is filled with thick water vapor. In order to serve as Lynette's 
guard, Lim walked into the bath one step earlier than her. After she looked 
around and confirmed that there was no one, she gently tapped on the four 
walls. Then she picked up the wooden bucket, scooped up the hot water in 
the bathtub and poured it on her body, washing away the dust on the 
journey. The hot water rushing on her body made her involuntarily take a 
deep breath, and her whole body trembled. 


"Tt should be alright, Lord Limalisha." 
Lynette said as she walked into the bath. Lim scowled. 


"IT told you, please wait until I have confirmed that it is safe before you 
come in." 


"It won't be a problem. The Viscount didn't lie." 


Lynette scooped hot water to rinse her body. Lim went into the bath and 
soaked her body below the chest in hot water. 


A pair of plump breasts floated on the surface. Lim felt relaxed and 
relieved, just as the fatigue of the journey was melted by the hot water, and 
the stiff and tight body was completely relaxed. Lynette immediately 
followed into the bath. 


"Your Excellency Limalisha. Honestly, I was worried about not letting you 
stay with Dunn... But now I really appreciate your following. It was a great 
help. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud is a male, I am a female, and even if it 
is for guarding, I can’t let him follow into the bath no matter what.” 


“But——” Lynette added. 


"As far as I am concerned, if I can become more intimate with His 
Excellency Tigrevurmud, this is what I can't ask for." 


"You said "Yes", is there anything else?" 
Hearing Lim ask this, Lynette laughed softly. 


"As the daughter of a nobleman, it should be possible to keep plural choices 
at any time. However, the lords now reject me. There shouldn't be any 
family who would want to marry me in..." 


Lynette said that she was a daughter of the rejected nobleman. Lynette's 
ethos was very bad among the nobles and the people. Everyone said that the 
girl in front of Lim was the wicked girl who used the authority of her father 
duke to manipulate Princess Guinevere at will. 


But the views of her among the grassroots soldiers differed again. Because 
they all knew that Lynette had worked hard to fight for food for everyone, 
because it was these grassroots soldiers who transported all kinds of 
materials to the battlefield. 


Lynette was worried about the deterioration of public security and always 
sent more troops than usual to escort supplies. Although from the standpoint 
of the princes, such instructions are only a waste of manpower costs, but 
there have been many accidents in which transport troops were attacked 
during the transportation. Facts have proved that Lynette's consideration is 
correct. 


"For you, Is Lord Tigrevurmud the remaining option after deleting the 
law?" 


Lim asked tentatively. Lynette shook her head. 


"Of course not the case, the opposite is true, I really have to say that I do 
not deserve him. Originally, I should be more actively pursue his fishes." 


"Well, why you did not do it?" 
"You shouldn't ask." 


Lim smiled bitterly. Although she was still a little girl, she was not polite at 
all. No, you shouldn't think so. She was sixteen years old like Lim's friend 
Eleonora. 


"I want His Excellency Tigrevurmud to return home safely. This is an 
agreement between me and his father." 


Lim told Lynette the ins and outs of her taking Tigre away from 

Alsace. Lynette was very interested in this topic, and inquired meticulously 
about the details of Lim and Tigre's life in Leitmeritz. Lynette was good at 
speaking skills, which made Lim couldn’t help telling things that the other 
party hadn’t asked, including Tigre’s study and study, and when she sent 
Tigre to the villages as a test to solve various problems using the clever skill 
that he showed, and so on. 


"Your Excellency Limalisha. When you mentioned His Excellency 
Tigrevurmud, you seemed really happy." 








Lim realized that she seemed to be talking too much, so she closed her 
mouth first, and after a while then she said, 


"In short, I have to let His Excellency Tigrevurmud return to Alsace." 
She declared so resolutely. 


"However, it is enough to let him go back and let his family see how he is 
safe, right? Even if he does marry me, there is no need to tie him to this 
island. In theory, it would be beneficial to Asvarre and Bleu. The exchange 
between the two countries should become a bridge of friendship between 
the two countries." 


"No, His Excellency Tigrevurmud is in Brune..." 


The bow is regarded as a weapon for cowards in Brune, so he is only good 
at archery. The scorn suffered by Tigre is extraordinary. If it were in Zhcted, 
he could enjoy the evaluation he deserved. That's how Lim persuaded Tigre 
at that time and took him to Leitmeritz. 


As a result, he became the hero who guarded the princess on the battlefield 
of the Asvarre people, and served as the commander-in-chief, and shined on 
the battlefield. His fate is incredible. 


"That's because he hasn't left any merits yet. Simply put, it is not enough to 
promote. Although propaganda that exaggerates the merits ten times is 
harmful to the organization, it will not retain the hearts of the people if the 
merits are too low. However, by this fall, His Excellency Tigrevurmud will 
surely become a hero in history." 


"So—" Lynette added with a mischievous expression: 


"If you want to conquer the strong fortress of Lord Tigrevurmud, it’s time to 
take advantage of it now." 


Lim glared at Lynette, the expression on her face looked unpleasant. 
"Master Lynette. Are you suppressing me or inciting me by saying this?" 


"To be honest, if you don't tease you like this, I'm afraid I won't be able to 
restrain my heart. He makes me feel confused. I didn't expect that there 
would be such a strong feeling in my heart." 


The unexpected confession left Lim speechless. The girl in front of her 
shyly shrank in the hot water, and Lim couldn't help staring at her. 


"Please don't show such an unexpected expression. I don't always feel like 
water." 


"I'm sorry, I can't help it for a while." 


Now, Lim couldn't help asking Lynette many questions purely out of 
interest. 


As a result, the two girls chatted for a long time in the lingering smoke. 
T 
In the evening... 


A room in the castle was set up for a meeting place, and the Viscount and 
Lynette sat on chairs facing each other. Both sides have a guard at the back. 
Lynette should choose one of Lim and Tigre to be her guard, and her 
decision is... 


"This is indoors, and I can't bring a bow." Go in. I'm not suitable for it." 
"No, Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, it's time for you to come forward. This 
occasion is suitable for exerting the influence of the name of the Dragon 


Slayer Warrior." 


Lim said so, giving up this Task, so Tigre served as Lynette's guard. 


The opponent's guard is a mature knight. The man exudes the aura of a 
swordsman master, and if Tigre holds his sword head-to-head with him, he 
will definitely be knocked to the ground within one move. If the opponent 
is arecruit, Tigre still has a way to subdue... Thinking of this, he really feels 
that he is not fit to serve as a guard in such an occasion. 


—No, I have to be careful not to be overwhelmed by the other's 
momentum. 


He thought so, trying to keep his head straight. At this time, the opposing 
knight cast a respectful look at him. Before the meeting began, when the 
two sides were facing each other, the knight spoke to him. 


"It's an honor to meet the legendary dragon slaying warrior." 
His attitude is quite cordial. 
He reported the situation to Lynette. Lynette smiled softly and said, 


"In the battle of the last few days, if anyone knew how powerful your 
archery was, the rumors would naturally praise you as a hero. In the poetry 
chanted by the bard, you with a sword, you can block a thousand, and when 
you are riding a spear and charging into the battle, no one can stop it. He is 
an omnipotent brave. Don't you know?" 


‘Who is that?’ He doesn't want to know about such things in the future. 


"Anyway, even if not true, your image in the eyes of the enemy the more 
powerful the better. Let us come back to take advantage of that. You just be 
careful not revealed the secret it wants, Your excellency Tigrevurmud" 


Due to being so instructed by Lynette, Tigre could only close his mouth and 
follow her behind, so as not to cause unnecessary mistakes because of the 
talk. 


However, in fact this was enough, because the Viscount was originally quite 
afraid of the name of the Dragon Slayer Warrior. The Viscount looked like 


sitting on pins and needles, his eyes kept peeking at Tigre, and the talks 
were therefore conducted under Lynette's leadership. 


"To be honest, besides everyone, we also received other guests." The 


Viscount confessed. His expression was timid, and he kept wiping sweat 
with his handkerchief. "I think so," Lynette replied. 


"The Viscount was worried that we would have a dispute with the first 
guest. I was so worried that I could not sit still. I said straightforwardly. We 
don't plan to use force at all this time." 


The girl smiled and said. Tigre stood behind Lynette, unable to see her 
expression. But he knew that Lynette must have the usual smile that made 
people unable to resist and was full of oppression now. 


"A few visits are to show sincerity; I hope you can understand." 


There is no sincerity at all to bring Tigre to the effect of intimidation in the 
minority. 


"By the way, how many of the guests came first?" 
"This... there are two in total." 
Lynette couldn't help but glance back at Tigre. 


The two nodded to each other, which was one of the expected 
situations. Lynette showed a wavering attitude, while Tigre remained calm 
and composed, all of which were being calculated. 


The number of people is so small, which means that the comer must be 
Artorius' confidant. In this case... 


"Men are always strong and tit-for-tat. But as a weak woman, I can sit down 
and talk with as many people as possible. If you don't mind, can you tell me 
the name of the other person?" 


"This...they call themselves the Knights of the Round Table, they are Sir 
Bors and Sir Galahad." 


"That's it. After all, someone calls themselves Artorius, someone even call 
themselves Sir Bors. It's no surprise with Sir Galahad." 


Lynette replied nonchalantly, showing a surprised reaction this time when 
he changed the Viscount. 


Lynette said this was alleging that the opponent was just a counterfeit 
posing as the Knights of the Round Table. From the standpoint of the 
Guinevere school, the fact that the ancestors and the Knights of the Round 
Table were resurrected must not be admitted, otherwise the legitimacy of 
the kingship would be shaken. 


Lynette wanted to make the Viscount understand that the people who 
claimed to be the Knights of the Round Table were counterfeit goods, but 
we were prepared and willing to negotiate with them. As the negotiator of 
the Guinevere faction, this is the greatest sincerity she can show so far. 


——By the way, it was unexpected that two Knights of the Round Table 
would come at once. 


Tigre resisted the shake in his heart and looked at Lynette with a calm 
attitude. Can you really protect her just by yourself and Lim? Just to deal 
with Percival alone with the three of Guinevere made them suffer. 


"Be sure to let us talk to them." 


Lynette looked very happy instead. Should she say that she has a thick skin 
or a big nerve? Tigre was very envious of this. 


"This...no problem, I will tell them." 


According to the Viscount, the two knights on the other side adhered to 
etiquette and declared that they would never draw their weapons in the 
city. "Then I'm relieved," Lynette answered with a smile. 


"After all, Galahad is a knight who is known for taking oaths. He once 
swore never to lie in front of the ancestor Artorius, and never broke the oath 
in his entire life. This is a very famous story." 


Just accused the Knights of the Round Table as a counterfeit. But now he is 
speaking on the premise that the other party is the real Galahad, which 
makes Tigre confused. Maybe she was just joking, but when the Duke 
daughter said such things, it was always impossible to see whether she was 
telling the truth or joking, which was very disturbing. 


For Lynette's words, the Viscount only responded with a vague and 
ambiguous smile. The resurrection of the Knights of the Round Table, this 
kind of thing is like a fantasy, does he believe it or not? 


Tigre couldn't help thinking. Spirits, spirits, how many people in the world 
can believe their existence? Even he is the same. If he hadn't seen it with his 
own eyes, he wouldn't have believed it. 


—wWill she believe it if she told Lynette that Kate, the kitten, could speak 
human words... 


Regarding the King of Cats, the Spirit Ball, and the existence of the stolen 
items from the soldiers, Tigre has not yet told Lynette. He didn't know when 
to say it and how to say it, and he was still very confused now. He even felt 
that maybe it was just his own dreaming. 


Just when Tigre was distracted to think about these things, Lynette and the 
Viscount negotiated the treatment during their stay here. Further details will 
be discussed after the next day. 


As the two envoys who claimed to be Knights of the Round Table were 
staying in the town, the Viscount solemnly asked us not to approach the 
town. Of course, they don't want to encounter or conflict with the holder of 
the artifact. 


In addition, Tigre made a request. 


He asked the Viscount for a bottle of fine mead through Lynette. If this 
bottle of mead is really taken away as Kate said, it means that what he 
encountered with the kitten was not a dream. 


When making this request to Lynette, she agreed without hesitation: "Since 
it is the request of Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, I believe you will never 
use it for bad purposes." 


In front of the Duke's daughter, Tigre really couldn't hold his head up. 
T 


After the meeting, in one of the rooms provided by the Viscount, Lynette 
found Tigre and Lim. She said that there was something special to talk 
about, and that all the maids should go out first. 


"I'm only telling you this, although it's just my personal prediction." 

She first declared this, and then continued: 

"From the situation of the talks just now, the Viscount will choose our side." 
"Only those of you just now can it be determined from?" 


"He let the two people who claim to be the Knights of the Round Table stay 
overnight in the town, but invited us into the city. You can tell from this. 
But the Knights of the Round Table should have seen this too, but they did. 
I didn’t leave, but stayed in the town. This made me a little concerned. If 
my guess is correct, they should have other plans and want to achieve their 
goals through diplomatic channels..." 


Lynette put her finger against her mouth. She thought about it, as if she was 
organizing her thoughts. 


"I guess they are going to see the dragon slayer." 


"See me?" 


"Although it is impossible to determine which of the legends are true, it is 
said that Bors and Galahad are very close to Percival... ...It’s described in 
some stories.” 


In other words—Tigre and Lim looked at each other. 
"For them, are we killing friends and enemies?" 
This is troublesome. 


"T have good news. Both Sir Bors and Sir Galahad are known for being 
noble knights. It is certain that they will never resort to small tricks such as 
cheating or sneak attacks, and it is even more impossible to find them in 
such a situation." 


"Is this good news?" 
Lim tilted her head in confusion. 


"Although this is a slightly optimistic speculation, I think the two sides 
have the opportunity to have a good talk. At that time, His Excellency 
Tigrevurmud can ask about the Lord of Marksmen. Yes, the anecdote of Sir 
Galahad has a story related to the Lord of Marksmen. If he is really 
Galahad, maybe he can find interesting information." 


This is indeed very interesting, maybe he can ask for information about the 
character who claims to be the Lord of Marksman. The problem is that the 
other party is likely to hold a grudge against us. 


"About this, I don't think I need to worry." 


Hearing Lynette's tone full of concern, Tigre raised his head in surprise and 
thought, could it be that his face was really serious just now? The girl 
looked at Tigre and smiled and said, 


"If the Knights of the Round Table were really hostile from the beginning, 
they would have come to our door, reported their names and attacked in an 
open manner while we were marching. But in fact, they didn't. By doing so, 
it means that they are at least not so excited, and they are still in the mood 


to talk before the war. Maybe as long as we don't show sufficient fighting 
spirit, they will go back to the house because of total loss of interest." 


Lynette's attitude was leisurely. No, maybe it was because she had full trust 
in Tigre and Lim. This left both of them speechless. 


T 

That night, in the room provided by the Viscount, Tigre opened the window 
of the room according to the instructions of the kitten Kate, put the top 
mead gifted by the Viscount in a leather bag, hung it by the window, and 
then went to bed. 


In the morning, Tigre woke up as soon as the sun rose. He went to the 
window to see that the mead had really disappeared. He doesn’t know 
where the kitten Kate came in. It appeared in the room and made a cute 
meow toward the open window. 


—It seems that it is really not a dream. 

"You fulfilled the promise. The King of Cats is all in your eyes." 

Kate declared so loudly. 

"Minion, don't you give me a gift? My king wants to eat fish in the river." 
"I can't go out fishing here at will." 

Tigre now wants to go to sleep. 

"Did humans forget how to fish? It's really bad." 

"That guy won't collect reflective items anymore, right? What is that guy?" 
"The king of cats is righteous." 


Tigre wondered what it meant by this. 


"This king can't just favor his own slave. This king has vowed to keep the 
identity of the object a secret. This is a manifestation of the noble spirit. 
Whether you stack five or ten fish in front of this king, the king of cats is all 
I will never succumb to bribes!" 


Kate stood up with his hind feet, thrust his forefoot on his waist, and puffed 
up her chest. A pair of green eyes was shining in the sun, and the cat's beard 
stretched out straight. The majestic and mighty expression is just like an 
ordinary cat no matter how you look at it. 


"Just to be on the safe side, let me ask my question. What if it is twenty 
fish?" 


"This king is also a cat. Although he is a king, he is still a cat after all. I 
Can't resist temptation or instinct." 


So that's it. Tigre had recorded such information in his heart, and maybe one 
day it would come in handy. 


At this time, Tigre felt that he might continue to get along with the king of 
cats for a long time in the future. 


After the sun had risen for a while, Lynette had a second meeting with the 
Viscount. 


As Lynette expected, the Viscount seemed willing to join the Guinevere 
faction. Geographically speaking, the Viscount’s territory is easily attacked 
by the Guinevere faction, and it is not easy to defend. On the contrary, they 
are too far away from the realm of the fake Artorius and cannot expect them 
to send troops to help. It can be said that there is no choice. 


Even so, the reason why he had been neutral before was to lure the 
Guinevere faction into better terms. In addition, he also plans to wait and 
see whether the degree of unity of the Guinevere faction has become a 
problem, leaving a way for himself, and in the worst case, he can turn to the 
fake Artorius faction. The so-called worst case is that Guinevere herself has 
become a delicacy in the mouth of the dragon. Guinevere, who raised the 
flag in the uprising, has no power to restrain the chicken, and no one can 


replace her as the leader. This is Guinevere. A major weakness of this 
organization. As for the self-proclaimed fake Artorius, although he is alone, 
he has the two powerful symbols of the knight of the round table and the 
dragon. Just hearing the rumors in the distance, anyone will succumb to its 
majesty. 


"I came here to allay these worries. As long as I explain to him that I have 
the support of the Dragon Warrior and the Duke of Bridaine from 
Guinevere, he will have enough grounds to explain to his subordinates and 
it will be easier to persuade his subordinates. What's more, the Viscount is 
not the only one who is watching. The reason why the Viscount's knights 
are slowly advancing along the way should be to spread the news of our 
visit to every corner of the territory." 


Its simply not up to the position of lord — — this is what Lynette said. But 
she also said that even so, there is no need to allow the other party to have a 
wait-and-see attitude. 


Unsurprisingly, the Viscount went on to say, "While the Knights of the 
Round Table are still in town, we can't make a clear statement. Please 
forgive me." 


This is no wonder. Although the Viscount probably didn't know the terrible 
battle between Tigre and others and Percival, if the Knights of the Round 
Table staying here also had such a powerful force, then the castle was 
crushed by a black and red weapon. The possibility is not entirely 
impossible. For Tigre and others, starting a war here is not the best policy 
either. 


"T will arrange for you to have a meeting with the Knights of the Round 
Table." 


In the end, the Viscount finally made this decision. It means "you two who 
are hostile to each other resolve it by yourself", the Viscount didn't plan to 
drip into this muddy water at all. Of course, this was also expected by 
Lynette, so she readily agreed. 


But the Viscount made a condition. 


"Let me make a request. When talking with people who call themselves the 
Knights of the Round Table, Lord Tigrevurmud must not be present, can 
you?" 


In case of a fight in the city, the Viscount would not be worth the loss-this is 
his implication. 


"Your Excellency Limalisha can participate, can't you?" 
"T think so." 


Only Lim was allowed to participate in the meeting with Lynette, and this 
condition made Tigre embarrassed. 


"T understand. I agree to this condition." Lynette did not hesitate to agree to 
the Viscount's proposal. 


After returning to the room, Tigre asked Lynette what his intentions were. 


"They are knights of noble character. If we only have women, the other 
party may be less able to negotiate as they please. I guess the Viscount 
thinks so. His proposal is to help us, and I judged it this way ." 


Even so, Tigre still couldn't help but admire Lynette's courage. 


Lynette didn't think it was bold. She said: "I haven't personally been on the 
battlefield. Therefore, no matter how powerful the hero is, it is just the 
object of negotiation for me." 


"As long as I can be sure that the other party will not draw a sword, it is for 
me. It's no different from a cat sitting in front of you." 


The question is, how can a cat speak like Kate? Tigre kind of wants to raise 
the question that this is not helpful. 


T 


Since Lynette and Lim both agreed, before their meeting with the Knights 
of the Round Table was over, Tigre had to wait on the other side of the 


castle, and the others, including Menio, waited in the room near the meeting 
place. Because even if the Knights of the Round Table will not harm 
women, there is no guarantee that there will be no other characters 
approaching. 


Tigre stayed in a room on the third floor. This room had only one window 
with a wooden guardrail. On the wall hangs a portrait of a certain mature 
man. It is said that this figure seems to be the founding father Artorius. He 
has a rich beard and is dressed in luxurious clothes with open outlines. "Is 
this our enemy..." Tigre observed the painting with a lot of emotion. At this 
time, there was a meow in the room, sounding listless. 


Only the kitten Kate stayed in this room with Tigre. 


Kate said it was unfair to intervene in the negotiations with the minions as 
the king of cats. Tigre thought that although Kate shouldn't be fooling 
around in negotiations, it seemed unreasonable for Lynette to meet with the 
Knights of the Round Table with a cat in his arms. 


—No, Lynette doesn't necessarily think so. If she can use the cat to make 
the negotiation more advantageous, she should be happy to bring the cat in. 


It is mid-afternoon, and negotiations should have begun. The sunlight 
coming in from the window makes the room sultry. The cat also seemed to 
be tired from the heat, and Kate was lying on the table feebly. 


At this time, it suddenly raised its cat ears. 


The tail flicked from side to side, as if to be on guard. Tigre looked around 
the room, his eyes stopped at the window. 


There was a man leaning against the window frame, and Tigre was taken 
aback. 


—This is the third floor. 


The man looks nearly forty years old, tall, with a small beard on his 
mouth. He carried a spear on his back, and the tip of the spear was black 


and red. It seems to be an artifact. 


"Hi. It's you who killed Percival? I'm a Knight of the Round Table, Sir 
Bors." 


The man introduced himself in a cordial tone. 


The man claiming to be Bors easily bent the iron fence of the window with 
his hands, with frightening strength. Tigre was still so surprised that before 
he had time to react, the man walked into the room. 


The bow and arrow he was good at couldn't perform its function in such a 
small space. Although the opponent's spear should be similar, he still wore a 
sword around his waist as a spare weapon. And Tigre was not good at close 
combat, and was not even as good as the average knight. There is absolutely 
no chance of winning this time. 


Even so, Tigre did not choose to run away, because the opponent did not 
appear to be hostile. But Kate hid under the bed when the man calling 
himself Bors came in, he was probably scared. He’s really a king who 
doesn't come in handy. 


"Oh, I don't plan to fight here, and I don't mean to swear against you. 
Because I sneaked out, I don't have much time. I just want to come and 
thank you." 

"Thanks?" 


Bors took out a familiar leather bag and swayed it twice to show Tigre. That 
was the mead that Tigre hung in the window yesterday. He couldn't help but 
yelled "Ah" when he looked at it. 


He remembered Kate said before that the culprit who stole the soldiers’ 
belongings wanted to give gifts to old friends... 


the so-called old friend is the character in front of him. 


An old friend three hundred years ago-really too old, too long to imagine. 


"Mead is really delicious. I asked him where he got it, but he hesitated. At 
the end of the questioning, I realized that my friend caused you a lot of 
trouble yesterday." 


"Your friend and The soldiers didn't seem to understand each other, so my 
friend and I coordinated. We are all lucky to be able to help before getting 
into big trouble." 


Tigre glanced under the bed. The King of Cats still hides and dare not come 
out. It was really cowardly. 


After listening to Tigre, Bors laughed boldly. 


"Help, right. Humans and non-humans--they can coordinate the two in the 
middle. I don't know how many in this era. I have been to the mainland not 
long ago, and there are many old traditions over there that have been 
completely forgotten by people. What I call The old tradition refers to the 
rules required for the coexistence of people with inhumans. If you always 
ignore affection, you will naturally drift away. How is the situation on this 
island? Judging from the accent, you should come from People from the 
mainland, right?" 


"I was born in Alsace in Brune. Do you know that place?" " 


Don’t worry, there was Brune three hundred years ago. But I don’t know 
Alsace in this place, which is in the north. Or the south?" 


It seems to make sense. 


When he heard it three hundred years ago, he could not help but feel that it 
was a very long time ago. But three hundred years ago, both the island and 
the mainland were inhabited. History is continuous. Although they may 
really be resurrected dead, they are not so different from us. 


"Alsace is located in the border zone to the north of Brune. I don't know it 
should be. If you are a real Knight of the Round Table, can you answer 
some of my questions?" 


"Say it. As long as I can answer, I must tell you. " 
Tigre pointed to the portrait and asked, 


"Does Artorius, the ancestor you serve, really looks like the man in this 
painting?" 


Bors stared at the portrait for a while and started to laugh. 


"Impossible, impossible! Don't tell me this is our Majesty! This is really 
funny! At least I have never seen your Majesty wear a beard before I died. 
He doesn't usually wear this kind of clothes. But portraits are only after all. 
It's not surprising that future generations imagined it." 


He didn't seem to be lying. Looking at that straightforward and kind 
attitude, Tigre believed that he was really a knight of the round table who 
was directly loyal to the ancestor Artorius. 


"Why are you resurrected?" 


"It seems that you believe that I am the real Knight of the Round Table, 
Bors." 


Bors looked at Tigre. Although his tone was frivolous, he could feel his 
sincere heart. What he said was the truth. Tigre thinks that in this case, he 
should respond with sincerity. 


"After fighting with Percival, I have this feeling. I don't think he is a 
character who will kill people indiscriminately. He may be fighting for 
some purpose. Although I have no specific basis for saying this, that's how I 
feel." 


Tigre tried to organize word by word, trying to express his thoughts. 


"Everyone is not going to think about why you drove the royal family 
members of Kirchester to extinction, and why you tried to dominate this 
country. I think to the people of this country, these are not important at all. 
It's just because you took them away. Vested rights, so I have to stand up 


against it, that's it... Ah, what I call vested rights includes deprived blood 
relatives and the like." 


"T understand. Keep talking." 


"But for me, as I’m from a foreign country, that’s not an important thing. 
The most puzzling thing is that as soon as you occupy the port and the ship, 
you will give priority to the expedition, rather than actively hunting down 
the royal survivor, Her Royal Highness Guinevere. You just said, you I 
went to the mainland. Hearing what you said, the purpose of going to the 
mainland shouldn't be to negotiate with the lords of the Asvarre continent." 


Guinevere herself was puzzled by this point, but Tigre did not say this. But 
Bors seemed to have noticed it, and he raised his mouth and smiled. 


"Since you already know so much, you should be able to figure out the 
reason behind it?" 


"No, I can't figure it out at all." 
Tigre didn't mean to be arrogant. ‘That aspect was Lynette's work. 


These conversations between Tigre and Bors might be detrimental to 
Lynette's negotiations... but Tigre's intuition told him that there should be 
no such consequences. As a hunter's intuition, he must now grasp the 
opportunity to get something. 


"Just speculate, tell me what you think." 


"T don't think you are actually interested in humans, even far beyond the 
imagination of others. I have always had this idea, and I found a hint 
yesterday. Humans and spirits The relationship between people; the 
relationship between people and spirits; the relationship between people and 
inhumans... After seeing you today, I have further ideas. But there should be 
things I don’t know, right?” 


Bors put away his smile, he glared at Tigre with a serious expression. 


Could it be that what Tigre said offended him? But which sentence is 
it? Tigre became anxious in his heart, and stared at Bors at the same 
time. After a while, Bors nodded slowly. 


"You are right. You must not know, but we did not deliberately keep it 
secret. If we just say it, no one will believe it. Your Majesty thinks that if 
we advocate our purpose loudly, we will be doubted by our camp. Are you 
crazy? So I had to make up a story that is easy for the world to understand. 
We aim to dominate and conquer. For those who are attracted by the 
fragrance of power and come to take refuge in your Majesty, you can tame 
them as long as you bring up the topic of power—so, I hope you can keep 
this matter secret. I have no intention of asking you to stop the hostilities. 
The next time you meet, you must still fight to death and death. But this is 
two different things. Can you understand what I mean?" 


"T understand. Please Tell me." 
"It's a demon." 


Tigre was stunned. He waited for Bors to explain without saying a word, 
but Bors said no more. He grabbed the window frame and jumped out of the 
window. 


"I'm leaving, goodbye!" 
This is the third floor. Tigre hurried to the window. 


Peering out the window and looking down, I didn't see anyone, not even the 
sound of footsteps going away. 


Was everything just an illusion? No, the bent window fence proves 
it. Moreover, the kitten who was finally willing to crawl out of the bed 
looked very haggard. 


"Huh~ he's finally gone. From a standpoint, it would be embarrassing for 
the king to meet him." 


"Do you know him?" 


"A long, long time ago, the one who was not the king met him a little bit." 


Kate looked up at the sky outside the window and recalled the long past that 
had happened far away. 


"By the way, slave, this king looks at you with admiration. It's a great 
courage to be able to maintain a calm attitude in front of him." 


The King of Cats went on to say, 
"But maybe you just have a big nerve. After all, you’re a slave." 


"I know that there is no chance of winning a head-on confrontation with 
him." 


"You didn't run away with your tail clamped. Sure enough, it's because of 
your nerves..." 


"He is not hostile. Because of this, I can ask a lot of information." 


Kate shook his head helplessly, then quickly climbed onto Tigre's body, 
stepped on his left shoulder, and whispered in a low voice: " You just said 
that you fought with that fellow's kind, didn't you?" 


"Oh, you mean Percival. I didn't beat him alone, Morgana also helped 
me...probably." 


He looked at the little finger of his left hand. He still didn't know much 
about this ring made of green hair. He could only speculate that it was 
probably because of this effect that he was able to draw out the power of the 
black bow. 


"Minion, you have to call her noble." 
"Is she so great?" 


The cat, claiming to be the king of cats, trembled at this time, and his eyes 
widened. After being silent for a while, he relaxed his tight body and shrank 
up limply. 


"Minion... I really don't know if you are a big man or a big idiot." 


"Forget it, it doesn't matter, so don't worry about it. Anyway, you heard 
what the guy said just now. He mentioned demons, what does it mean?" 


"The words of the minions are ambiguous, but the king thinks he should be 
referring to "that". For some people, this term refers to all existence except 
humans and gods." 


" Does it mean spirits or spirits?" 


"However, I am not defined as such. It is a life of a completely different 
nature from me and the nobles. It is evil and terrifying. It has existed since 
ancient times and will not decay continued erosion of the earth. to me, etc., 
it was the enemy, is the object of hate. Although vowed to destroy it, but 
because the skills needed and feel powerless and frustrated, let the passage 
of time. However, they did it. " 


"Do you mean the Knights of the Round Table?" 


"It's Percival. Just over a month before you wiped out him, a demon that 
once fled to the mainland returned to live here more than a hundred years 
ago." 


Then the King of Cats told how evil the demon was. Demons will pretend 
to be humans, deceive and manipulate people. The demon grabbed the 
young woman, gnawed her belly after assaulting. The demons killed people 
for happiness, bound their subordinates with fear, and burned many villages 
and forests. Many cats lost their minions and were forced to leave their 
homes. 


It was Percival who later defeated this evil demon. 
That was just over a month ago. 


"All the cats are looking up at the stars and screaming. We applaud and 
celebrate for them." 


This time, Tigre was so surprised that he was speechless. He had always 
regarded Percival as an obstacle to attacking the Guinevere faction, but he 
did not expect that he would accomplish such a feat. 


But this is no way, after all, he has just learned about the existence of 
demons now. Assuming you knew before that battle started, would the 
result be different? It should be necessary to talk to Lim and others about 
this afterwards. 


"In this case, we defeated Percival, what does the cat think of us?" 


"We never intervene in the disputes between minions, and we don't take it 
seriously. As long as you don't disturb our nap, you can fight as you like. " 


It seems it is not interested. That's great. If it would become an enemy of all 
the cats of Asvarre, Lynette would also hesitate to start a war. 


"We do not manipulate slaves for our own benefit. We believe that slaves 
should serve us by free will. For us, this is glory. At the same time, we are 
not happy to see slaves relying on us. I just want to move freely. For us, this 
is glory." 


It is verbose, but in a nutshell it means that people and non-human things 
should keep a proper distance. Although the cat said so, it was deeply 
involved in Tigre and the human world. 


Does it mean that the situation has become quite complicated? Maybe it is 
because the boundary between humans and non-humans is gradually being 
destroyed, and they have a sense of crisis in this, so they will intervene in 
this way. The ecology of the earth that Tigre saw yesterday was so unstable. 


"So, minion. You can pay tribute to the king at any time, or you can touch 
the king's belly." 


Kate jumped on the table to lie on her back, waved her limbs and asked 
Tigre to start. Tigre came to the table without a word and reached out to 
stroke the kitten's belly. The kitten makes a very comfortable cry. 


"How? Happiness?" 
"T think the troubles are a little bit less." 
"Very well, allow you to continue petting." 


Then Tigre played with the kitten to his heart's content, petting the cat's 
body can calm his mood. After calming down, he began to think about the 
words Bors had said. Demons-the word must be the key. But what exactly is 
it? Is it the kind of scary demon that appears in the religious story told by 
the spirit tale or the shrine maiden? 


After a while, Menio came over to call Tigre. He heard that the Knights of 
the Round Table are leaving here. Lynette looked for the results of Tigre's 
past talks. 


Tigre also had a lot to report to them. 
Lynette's room only contains him, Lim and Lynette. 


Before starting to talk about the meeting, Tigre first told the two of them 
that Bors came to the room to find him, and what he said. 


"This happened." 
Lim gasped. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, you are really..." Lynette covered her face 
with her hands and lay down on the table. Such an improper action is not 
what the Duke's daughter should do. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud is always like this. He didn't see anyone for 
a while, and he immediately came back with amazing information." 


Lim glared at him and said this. Tigre felt quite wronged. He didn't do 
anything wrong this time. The other party came to the door by himself. 


Of course, he didn't want to waste a good opportunity, and tried to ask Bors 
some questions. But he never expected that the other party would answer 


without concealment. 


"By the way, the last thing you shouldn't be that you didn't take protective 
measures when Sir Bors appeared." 


Lim still didn't intend to stop the accusation. 


"This place is also a neutral city fortress. You should call for help or call 
me." 


"But the other party really doesn't seem to be hostile." 
"Just because of this, you just talk to him alone?" 


As soon as this remark came out, Tigre was speechless. Although Tigre told 
the two of Bors's words, he did not mention the subsequent conversation 

with Kate. Lim stared at Tigre, and she sighed and said, "You should rely on 
me more. As long as you call me, I will come right away. You can't help it." 








"By the way, will the demons mentioned in ancient legends exist the same? 
Such things actually exist in reality. To be honest, this is unbelievable. But 
since Sir Bors have said so, it is not impossible to assume That is their 
purpose. Anyway, this matter must be reported to His Royal Highness after 
going back, and that Vanadis might know something." 


That Vanadis... it means the person named Valentina. When Tigre and 
others just set off from Dunn, that person's body was still very weak, and 
she couldn't even speak. They don’t know if she recovered after going back. 


"But before that, we must tell you something first, Lord Tigrevurmud. Sir 
Gallahad made a proposal to us." 


In principle, the talks did not overlap from beginning to end. But the other 
party also argued that they did not intend to use force to seize the land 
immediately, but if they were ordered to attack with troops in the future, it 
was another matter. 


However, both of them seemed to have no interest in leading troops to fight, 
and until the end they were unable to know the reason for their visit here. 


If their goal is a demon, or a similar existence that deviates from the human 
sense, this can indeed explain their unreasonable actions — — Lynette said. 


Lynette and Lim nodded to each other and put a piece of parchment on the 
table. Since it was written in Asvarre, it took a while for Tigre to understand 
the content. 


"A Duel...?" 


"Sir Galahad proposed a duel, and specified a clear place and date. He said 
that he would wait alone at the scene when the time comes, and it doesn't 
matter how many people we have to go to." 


Although it was not unexpected, it started out abruptly. Tigre was very 
surprised. 


T 


The two knights are riding horses and walking fast on the road. They look 
like a mature knight and a young knight respectively. It was Bors and 
Galahad. 


"I said you, you didn't talk to His Excellency Tigrevurmud face to face, so 
you threw a duel challenge to him, is this really good?" Bors said. Galahad 
didn't answer, just straightened his waist, held the reins, and looked 
forward. 


"IT met His Excellency Tigrevurmud. He is interesting. He is a strange man 
but he believes that he is ordinary. If you leave it alone, you will surely 
destroy everything, and your Majesty There is a little similarity. The 
difference is that the kid is still unaware of this." 


At this point, Bors raised his mouth. 


"So, if you ignore it, you will definitely grow stronger. No wonder the Lord 
of Marksmen expects him so much. The contemporary bow may grow into 
a storm, sweeping the island and even the mainland, and maybe it will help 
us destroy the demons. However, I want to take advantage of him to get rid 
of him before he becomes a climate. I can't understand this idea. Galahad, 
what are you thinking? Why do you want to fight? By my friendship with 
you. At least tell me the reason. " 


Even if Bors asked, Galahad still just sat quietly on the horseback, staring 
straight ahead. 


"As a minister, I probably shouldn’t say such things, but I honestly don’t 
agree with all of your majesty’s policies. I think the war with the Guinevere 
faction is meaningless. You should think so too, and your majesty 
understands us. Even so, he is still willing to continue to reuse us. I want to 
repay your majesty for his magnanimity, this is my wish." 


For these words, Galahad also slowly nodded in agreement. Seeing his 
partner express his will, Bors became happy and let out a hearty laugh. 


"Yes, I know that you are so stern, so I can't ignore you. Just allow me to 
indulge you a little bit. That guy Percival is too impulsive, and goes too 
early. I still have something to be right. What he said. But that guy would 
have chosen to stay on the island because he was conscious, otherwise he 
could actually go to the mainland with us to find demons. And because of 
this, he can find out his old enemy here and knock him down... Saying that 
it’s a stalemate, you know it’s a blessing. Although that guy died a second 
time, he has fulfilled his wish, but we have not fulfilled the vow that day. 
So we are still far behind him. Don’t you think so?” 


Having said this, Bors knew that Galahad would not respond to him. He 
shrugged and continued, 


"I don’t care. To be honest, instead of destroying the demon itself, it’s my 

wish to help you destroy the demon. I hope. You can remember this. Since 
you have agreed to fight alone, there is no way. But... don't force yourself, 
don't leave me to die." 


Galahad shook his head and opened it. 
"T don't intend to die." 
He only said this, but Bors understood what he meant correctly. 


Although not going to die, only genius knows how the battle will develop. I 
can only do my best, sorry for the trouble. 


He probably meant this, this taciturn knight always did so, so few of his 
partners could understand him. Bors always cared about him like this, and 
has been by his side, even following the world three hundred years later. Of 
course, the reason for his resurrection is not just for this. 


"Just go what you believe in." 


Galahad nodded. Then, Bors began to gossiping again. 


T 


The journey from the Viscount to Dunn was smooth sailing, and the group 
returned to Dunn in less than half of the journey. 


At the meeting to report the results to Guinevere, only a few people 
attended. After all, what was going to be reported was that kind of content - 
although the negotiations with the Viscount ended successfully, the group 
brought back unexpected information. 


In Guinevere's bedroom, after making black tea herself, she drank the tea 
and talked about Dunn's current situation. The black tea with a lot of goat's 
milk and the sweets with sugar alleviated the fatigue of the journey for 
Tigre and others. 


The reorganization of the army has been roughly completed, and it is also 
ready to dispatch troops at any time. This time, Tigre will still be the 
commander-in-chief. As long as Tigre and others are okay, they can start 
marching south immediately. 


"Before deciding on this matter, please allow us to report first." 


Lynette said. She first calmly reported the results of the expedition, and 
then mentioned that the Knights of the Round Table finally asked for a duel. 


"A duel... and the opponent is Sir Galahad." 

Guinevere's eyes widened in surprise. 

"This is not a request made through formal procedures, and the object of the 
other party's request for a duel is His Excellency Tigrevurmud. Your Royal 
Highness does not have to go out in person." 


Lynette stared at Guinevere, with such a sincere attitude. 


Guinevere said to her with a smile on her face: "Thank you, Lynette. I'm 
going to trouble you again." 


Tears burst into the girl's eyes looking at Guinevere. 


Lynette quickly looked away. 


Tigre watched the conversation between the two. Although he couldn't 
interrupt the matter, he could understand Lynette's feelings. 


She is too smart, she must have known that Guinevere would make such a 
decision long before the conversation, and knew that this was a decision 
with no other choice. She knew that she could only send her Royal 
Highness, her best friend, to continue on an extremely dangerous path. I 
also know that Guinevere will definitely go forward on this road without 
hesitation. 


"It's okay, Lynette. All the people here are very close. You don't need to be 
patient, you can lose your temper and cry like before." 


"T have never lost my temper!" 


Lynette said loudly. refute. Isn't this just a tantrum? However, this kind of 
remarks really can't be said at this time, and Guinevere smiled and 
continued: 


"This is just like you. After being scolded by you, I now feel more 
energetic." 


"His Royal Highness, please quickly get rid of this weird habit. Tigre, don't 
laugh!" 


Lynette looked panicked. 


Lim glared at Tigre, seemingly to have something to say, she seemed to 
misunderstand. Tigre thought it was necessary to talk to her alone 
afterwards. 


"Close to the subject. Regardless of whether I want to accept the request for 
a duel or not, I am very interested in the location specified in this duel 
certificate." 


Guinevere continued to talk about business. The place designated by the 
duel was a corner of the vast mountain range west of Dunn. There should be 


a land without roads or any villages. 


But Lynette once said to Tigre that the place name is familiar. That was 
what I said on the return trip to camping. 


"The temple of the 


unstoppable god." Lynette said that in the process of collecting legends 
from various places, she had found this place. This place should have 
nothing to do with the legend of the Knights of the Round Table. The 
Knight of the Round Table, Galahad, specifically designated this location in 
the deep mountains, maybe there is some secret hidden here. 


"Galahad is a knight who is known for his honesty. I don't think he was just 
trying to seduce our leaders and kill one of them." 


It is said that during the talks, Galahad did not say anything from the 
beginning to the end. 


He is a taciturn knight, consistent with the legendary description. Although 
Bors was a little late, he was talking during the entire meeting. 


At the end of the meeting, Galahad came up with this duel. 


When Lynette confirmed its content, he got up and left and left the castle, 
completely preventing the other party from asking questions about the 
content. 


"If I can get information here, I think I have to go. The problem is that I am 
afraid it will be difficult to win against the Knights of the Round Table 
alone. Let's assume that Lim is also coming, what about Your Highness?" 


"T will ask your Highness. Please don’t interrupt then, Lord Tigrevurmud." 


Because Lynette had warned so much beforehand, Tigre could only watch 
the two talk silently now... However, it was not difficult to expect such a 
result. 


Therefore, in this four-person meeting, it was decided that the three of 
them, including Guinevere, would go to a duel with Galahad. 


"In addition, I want to know about Sir Galahad and Sir Bors." After 


the topic was negotiated, Guinevere asked with excitement. The other three 
looked at each other. 


"Tell me what kind of people they are first, the more detailed the better." 
Guinevere pestered them, breaking the casserole and asking. 


T 
Tigre, Lim, and Guinevere are confirmed to attend the duel. 
The question now is whether or not to bring other people to the scene. 


"How about taking Her Excellency Valentina?" Guinevere asked 
Lim. When the battle with Alexandra fell into danger, the Vanadis came out 
to resolve their crisis, and was severely injured. 


Valentina Glinka Estes is twenty-two years old. The jet-black hair and 
purple eyes are impressive. She is a Vanadis of the Principality of Osterode, 
frail, sickly, and not good at fighting is the general evaluation of her in the 
world. 


Before setting off to the Viscount’s territory, I heard that she was still in a 
coma, at most she could only speak in sleep, I am afraid it would take a 
long time to ask her questions. 


"She is still very tired now, lying in bed for most of the day." 


Lim replied. Valentina is currently temporarily staying in the mansion 
where Lim lives, which is a large mansion originally used by the relatives 
of the earl who ruled here before. Lim hired many servants there to receive 
guests and share affairs. 


There are not many guard soldiers in that mansion, but it seems that no 
conspiracy to sabotage from within Dunn has been discovered so far. But 
Guinevere was worried about the possibility of Valentina's escape. 


"It's useless to worry about this alone. Her dragon tool is the "Demon 
Sealing Sky" Ezendais, which can distort space and travel to various 
places." 


A few days after the battle ended, Lim said what she was doing. Know all 
the information. 


Regarding the ability of the dragon tool, it is actually a confidential matter 
that the Zhcteds don't necessarily know. Being able to go to a place that 
would take several days to ride a horse in an instant, this ability can be said 
to be of infinite value in strategy. However, this transfer ability is also 
limited. According to Valentina herself, it takes a lot of physical energy to 
perform a transfer. 


In addition, as long as the holder of the dragon tool speaks, the dragon tool 
will automatically fly into her hand. 


Therefore, it is useless to keep her in jail. If you really want to imprison the 
Vanadis of the Osterode Principality, there is no other way than to break her 
hands and feet. 


"Because the situation is compelling, I only told this matter. Please keep 
this matter confidential. The ability of the dragon is an important secret of 
Zhcted." 


"Your Excellency Limalisha, I thank you for your sincerity. In this way, the 
affairs of Lord Valentina will be left to you." Guinevere said. Since then, 


everyone has stopped mentioning this issue. 


The reason why Valentina is mentioned now is of course because the duel 
with the Knights of the Round Table is imminent. But... 


Lim seemed to oppose it. 


"We shouldn't count on her assistance. At that time, she decided to 
intervene in the battle temporarily, but Lord Valentina is a Vanadis after all. 
In principle, she should only act for Zhcted." 


Lim said. Tigre also nodded softly. 


Tigre had heard about Lim’s views on this matter beforehand. Before 
leaving for the Viscount, Lim said to Tigre: "Master Valentina brought 
Elen’s letter. I’m really grateful. But she is a cunning person, don't be 
careless, I can't trust her from the bottom of my heart anyway. I always feel 
that she will betray us at critical moments." 


As for why such a person would stand up to help Tigre and them, even at 
the mercy of being seriously injured, this is currently unknown. But Lim 
thought that was a judgement she had deliberated on for her own reasons. 


Knowing that he could not rely on Valentina, Tigre tensed his nerves and 
prepared to face a duel. Although Lim was extremely alert to her, she was 
undoubtedly the life-saver of Tigre and others. 


— — What's more, she still has to lie in bed for a long time to recuperate, 
and cannot take such a person to a duel. 


In the end, it was decided that only Tigre, Lim and Guinevere would go to a 
duel. Fighting side by side with people who do not know when they will 
betray, the risk is too high for them to adopt such a combat plan. 


But Guinevere thought for a while, and asked: 
"Can I meet Her Excellency Valentina?" 


Regardless of her physical condition, at least her consciousness has been 
fully restored. It is said that she was very peaceful in Lim's mansion and did 
not even cause any trouble to the maids. Even so, letting Her Royal 
Highness meet with her will inevitably make people worry about security 
issues. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, please come with me." Tigre 


nodded and agreed. He himself had something to ask Valentina. 


In this four-person meeting, Tigre re-said what Sir Bors told him for 
Guinevere, and emphasized that the opponent's target might be a demon. 


"Perhaps we can also join forces with the fake Artorius to help exorcise the 
demons." As 


soon as Tigre finished speaking, Guinevere pushed away the chair and 
stood up. 


"T can't join forces with the murderer who killed my parents and brothers." 
Her tone was very excited, and Tigre was even frightened by her anger and 
courage. 


"Please forgive me for speaking lightly. The other party is the enemy of 
your Highness. I shouldn't say this lightly." 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, you don't have to apologize. You didn't say 
anything wrong at all. You deny the existence of possibility. It's a fool's 
behavior, isn't it? Your Highness." After 


Lynette said that, she pulled Guinevere’s sleeve. 


"You should understand, Your Highness. You can only show this kind of 
emotional attitude in front of us." 


Hearing the indifferent tone of her close friend, Guinevere returned to her 
senses, and then she bowed her head and said nothing. The atmosphere was 
extremely frozen. In order to change the atmosphere, Lynette first clapped 
her hands. 


"Well, we continue to talk about it. Your Highness, sit down." 


cj eee ah. Ladies and gentlemen, please just forget things. Lynette, I 
thank u wise and courageous admonition without hesitation." 


Guinevere took a deep breath, then sat down on the chair. She clasped her 
hands on her chest and turned to face Lim. 


"Limalisha, can you listen to your opinion? The part about demons." 
"My opinion?" 
"T want to know how to look at this from Zhcted's point of view." 


Understanding Guinevere’s meaning, Lim first thought about it with her 
hand against her mouth. 


"This is entirely my personal opinion... Assuming that their reason for 
attacking Zhcted is for demons, then all opinions will be completely 
different. Assuming that Zhcted is inhabited by demons, it is probably the 
same as Zhcted's high-level country. It's related." 


Tigre's eyes widened. Assuming that the facts are as Lim said, that is a big 
deal. Although she has already stated that it is a personal opinion, it is the 
opinion of the current princess adjutant after all... 


"Did you think of any possibility?" 
"I'm sorry, I may need some time to think about it." 


Lim said though. With reservations, but when she said so, she almost 
admitted that she had a bottom in her heart. 


"You have to ask Her Excellency Valentina for this matter." 
Lynette added quietly. 


T 


Tigre and the others took Lynette and Guinevere to visit Lim's mansion that 
day. It was supposed to confirm Valentina's physical condition before 
arranging a time to meet with her, but the duel with Galahad was imminent, 
and there was no way to be too leisurely. 


Fortunately, Valentina's physical condition was not bad that day, and she 
immediately agreed to meet. 


The group entered Valentina's bedroom. She sat on the bed and straightened 
her upper body to welcome the group of people. She said that she would 
still be dizzy when she stood up, hoping to allow her to meet in such an 
impolite manner, and Guinevere agreed with a calm and generous 

attitude. Besides, Valentina was not Guinevere's servant. 


This black-haired Vanadis is slender and looks like a boudoir woman with 
no muscles. The cheeks are a little thin, with an illusory temperament. Had 
it not been for seeing her waving that scythe with her own eyes and 
avenging Alexandra, it would be impossible to believe that such a delicate 
woman would be Vanadis. 


"T don't know much about demons," 
Valentina replied after listening to the explanations of Tigre and others. 
"But I heard that Alexandra had fought with demons before she was alive." 


This came down with an unexpected piece of information, and Tigre and 
the others couldn't help but glance at each other. Regarding the resurrection 
of the ancestor Artorius and the Knights of the Round Table, and the fact 
that Asvarre Island was plunged into war, Lim had already explained to 
Valentina beforehand. 


"Alexandra came back from the dead, and I would only be confused if I 
were to believe this kind of thing," 


Valentina said. Tigre could understand, anyone would say so based on 
common sense. On the other hand, Asvarre Island is currently in an 
unreasonable state. 


"This is indeed unbelievable, but in the conversation with me, Lord 
Alexandra admitted that he was resurrected from the dead." 


"Since your Excellency Limalisha said so, it should be like this. I don't I 
don’t know the swordsmanship of Alexandra during his lifetime, but I don’t 
want to believe that besides her, there is another master swordsman who is 
equally powerful.” 


Alexandra was able to deal with Lim and Tigre at the same time. Valentina, 
who came through space, came from a surprise attack from a blind 

spot. Such strength is absolutely extraordinary. The same thing, even if it is 
better than Percival, will certainly not be able to do it. 


In that battle, it was equivalent to confirming that Valentina, who is a 
Vanadis, was not as good as the former Vanadis, Alexandra, in martial 
arts. Tigre thinks she doesn't want to admit this fact from her standpoint. 


"In addition, I think the Camwenhan Swords that Limalisha holds are very 
rare items." 


She is really keen. Tigre thought so and looked at Lim. 


"When the forests of the Penain Mountains, known as the back of Asvarre 
Island, and Tigre were separated from His Highness, I met the spirits of the 
lake. This pair of swords was bestowed by the spirits of the lake." 


This is not a need. The concealment, not to mention the process of 
obtaining the Carnwenhan Swords, was originally related to the character 
who claimed to be the Lord of Marksman. Lim calmly explained the ins and 
outs of getting the Carnwenhan Swords. 


"At that time, we were fighting against a man who claimed to be the Lord 
of Marksmen, and Ellen's letter also mentioned this man." 


The man rode a flying dragon and attacked, because the two swords showed 
great power to repel him. In the end, he claimed to be the Lord of 
Marksman. The people of the Lord of Marksmen flew up to the sky and 
left. After Lim explained this, she also felt very absurd. Even if Valentina 
doesn’t believe it, it’s helpless, but... 


"Your pair of swords are like my Ezeindas, they are weapons of will, right?" 


She didn’t expect Valentina to believe Lim frankly. Seeing the surprised 
attitude of the group of people, she laughed softly. 


"I can tell at a glance that those two weapons are absolutely extraordinary. 
Since there are other weapons in the world that can be matched with the 
seven weapons circulated by Zhcted, it is not surprising, at least It's even 
more possible than the resurrection of the dead. If demons really exist, then 
humans should have explored ways of confrontation in the past. I think that 
pair of weapons is one of them." 


She seems to make sense. Valentina had been observing Lim while 
speaking, and seemed very interested in her. This made Lim a little 
uncomfortable. 


"You said that Alexandra once fought demons. Please tell us the details." 


Since demons were mentioned again in the topic, Tigre took the opportunity 
to raise this question to Valentina. Lim seemed to think of something 
suddenly, and she quickly added: 


"T have never heard Elen talk about it. Does this mean that she never told 
Elen? If so, why would you know?" 


"T just happen to I heard the rumor, so I don't know if it is true." 


Valentina said, with an ambiguous smile. With the status of the war 
princess, naturally there is also a chance to hear all kinds of rumors. Of 
course, it also includes rumors that are difficult to distinguish between true 
and false. If it is too ridiculous and nonsense, naturally it is too 
embarrassing to mention it to others. 


"Besides, I have only heard about one piece of information about demons. I 
heard that there are inhuman things lurking in a place quite close to the 
royal family of Brune. This rumor mainly says that demons really exist and 
will cause The country is corrupt. After all, this is a matter of another 
country. I always thought it was just a malicious rumor." 


"Brune...has a demon?" 


Tigre was quite shocked. If the high-level organization of the motherland 
really has that kind of existence lurking in it, it would be a bad thing. He 


really wanted to rush back to his hometown to report this to his father, but 
he could only suppress this impulse desperately. 


What's more, it is currently impossible to prove whether this rumor is true 
or not. Valentina also said that this is a rumor with low credibility. 


"In this incident of Asvarre's invasion, Zhcted also paid close attention to 
Brune's movements. But Brune didn't seem to be moving. Maybe the 
country's movements are related to demons." 


"Excuse me. What's going on in Sachenstein?" 
"The intelligence of that country is easier to get here in Asvarre, right?" 


That said, Lim didn't raise the issue anymore. Sachenstein is a large country 
on the mainland, located between the mainland side of Asvarre and 

Brune. And Zhcted is located in the east of Brune, relatively far away from 
Sachenstein. 


Speaking of this, the information that should be exchanged is almost the 
same. Just when thinking like this... 


"Your Excellency Valentina, have you ever seen a demon yourself?" 


Lynette, who hadn't spoken all the time, asked this suddenly. A confused 
look appeared on Valentina's face and she shook her head in denial. 


"As I said just now, all I know about demons is this. I haven't encountered 
demons." 


"So that's the case. Thank you for your answer." 

Lynette patted Guinevere affectionately. 

"Your Majesty, it's almost time to leave." 

Guinevere asked in a panic: "Has the time come?!" At the same time, she 


stood up. So the two of them and Tigre thanked Valentina, and then walked 
out of the room. 


Lim said that there was something else he wanted to talk to Valentina, and 
he wanted to stay in the room. 


On the way back to the mansion where Guinevere lived, the three were 
talking in the carriage. Lynette whispered: "That man is very simple." 


"Lynette, u grasp how much?" 

"Hard to say but there are some discoveries..." 
"Tell me the details later." 

Both of their dialogue makes Tigre confused. 


"Should it be better to tell Your Excellency Tigrevurmud?" Seeing his 
reaction, Lynette induced in this way. 


"If possible, I want to know what the two of you are talking about." 


"Actually, I can see through some lies. I have received special training 
passed down from generation to generation in the Bridaine family. I observe 
the other's atmosphere, behavior, and tone fluctuations. See if the other 
person is lying. Although not all of them can be seen." 


This fact is really amazing. Tigre quickly recalled what he had said before, 
to see if he had ever said nonsense or perfunctory to 


Lynette ... Lynette covered her mouth with one hand and laughed softly. 


"Don't worry, Lord Tigrevurmud. You are a very honest person. To be 
honest, I think you should learn some sentimental lies to please women." 


"I'm not good at that kind of thing." 
"T understand. You must improve yourself." 


Tigre couldn't help but shrank, he felt that no matter what he said now, he 
would be teased by her. At this time, he looked at Guinevere and found 


some complicated expressions on her face, looking back and forth at Tigre 
and Lynette. 


"His Royal Highness, what's the matter?" 
Tigre asked. 


"T just want to say that the two of you seem to be getting better after this 
trip." 


"Are you jealous? Your Highness." 


Lynette said unnecessary words. Tigre panicked, while Guinevere tilted her 
head slightly and said frankly, "Forget it. I'm a little envious." 


"When it comes to getting better, I will never see the people in the village 
back then. I have arrived at them. I heard that most of the surviving people 
have returned to the mountain. Lynette said that there was a full reward for 
them, but... the subjects left me one by one, and I would only become more 
and more lonely. I think as long as I have one day to live, I have to live in 
this mood in the future.” 


Hearing what she said, Tigre realized that Guinevere was on the path of 
queen, and she would become lonely. Lynette nodded deeply after hearing 
this, and said, "This is the way you chose, my lord. But if you cry and ask, 
Lynette is not talented, but I can comfort you." 


"Then Lynette, tonight you will leave the rest of your business and go to my 
room for the night. Let us chat all night until dawn. You have to tell me 
anecdotes that happened during the trip." 


"Of course it’s okay, Your Highness. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, do you 
want to come together? My Royal Highness and I will definitely try our 
best to win you over." 


The conversation between the two women came to a close before touching 
the sensitive area, and then immediately turned to Tigre. He couldn't help 
but smile. 


"Please allow me to decline. Talk as much as you like." 


Even if he was just joking, Tigre definitely didn't want to get involved in 
the conversation between women. 


"By the way, Miss Lynette, please continue to tell me the details of what 
happened just now. What are the lies in Lord Valentina's words?" 


Lynette first covered her mouth with her hands, pretending to be surprised, 
and then straightened her face and frowned. 


"She has very clever disguise, I can not say I’m entirely correct but..." 
She went on to say: 
"She said she had not seen the demon; this part should be false." 


T 


Tigre was very surprised. Although he wanted to ask further details, the 
carriage arrived at the destination at this time, and the three of them had to 
stop the conversation first. 


Because this building received from the former Lord Dunn is equipped with 
many guard soldiers. From the perspective of keeping secrets, it is not wise 
to talk while walking. 


And Guinevere and Lynette were walking in the corridor together, and there 
were always visiting nobles coming to greet them one after another. Every 
time they were called, they had to stop and deal with it, so it would take a 
lot of time to get back to Guinevere's office from the door. After entering 
the office, Guinevere asked her servants and other subordinates to leave 
first, leaving only Tigre as a guard. After the door was locked, she could 
finally continue to talk about the matter. 


"The reason why I followed you to meet with Lord Valentina is to confirm 
with my own eyes whether she and Zhcted are worthy of trust. This is also 
known to Her Excellency Limalisha." 


Tigre was completely unaware. He also knows that he is not good at 
scheming, but there is nothing to be dissatisfied with... 


"The next thing I am going to talk about, please absolutely keep it secret. In 
fact, His Royal Highness has not received a solid royal education and is not 
good at it. Observe other people’s minds. Therefore, when the lords see me, 
I must follow His Highness, so the lords think that I am in the way. This is 
one of the reasons why I was forced to travel for half a month last time. But 
during this period, my father did the work for me, so there is no problem. 
Of course, my father is as good at observing the mind as I am, that is to say, 
the efforts of those clowns are in vain." 


It turns out that this is the case, court politics is really not easy. 


No, Tigre knew that his position did not allow him to think that it was 
irrelevant to him. But observing this kind of thing from the other person's 
face, even if he is forced to do it, he will not be able to do it. 


At this moment, Guinevere just smiled kindly, and Tigre kept staring at 
her. Listening to Lynette, how did she feel? Is it really indignant in my 
heart? 


Perceiving Tigre 's gaze, Guinevere turned to face him and shook her head 
slowly and said, "Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, it is not good to keep 
looking at women's faces. Lynette said The skills of seeing through lies and 
observing looks must be observed naturally and cannot be detected by the 
other party. As she said, I am not good at this... Ah, but I can see how you 
think now Your Excellency Tigrevurmud." 


"Excuse me, Your Highness." 


Tigre lowered his head red and red. He thought to himself how could he do 
such an exaggerated thing? Could it be that he fainted? 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud is so honest and dull. At this time, you just 
have to say nonsense like, "Your Majesty's face makes me forget myself"." 


"Lynette, don't talk nonsense." 


Guinevere said this unabashedly and puffed her cheeks, even in front of 
Tigre, she rarely showed such an attitude. It seems that there is a close 
relationship between her and the young girl Lynette without worrying about 
each other. It is a rare treasure. 


"I'm digressing again, let's get back to the subject. In my opinion, Lord 
Valentina also lied two more times. The first is about the battle with demons 
in Legnica. She said she learned through rumors. The second is that after 
mentioning the rumors of demons approaching the Brune royal family, she 
showed disapproval, claiming that it was only a malicious rumor, and I 
think she was lying at this time. I guess there was a demon approaching 
Brune. Regarding the royal family, she should have obtained this 
information through some kind of channel, and affirmed that it is a fact." 


This information alone is very important. 


Tigre desperately thought about the meaning behind this 

information. Alsace is located on the border of Brune, and the impact may 
not be much, but... Even so, there is a demon approaching the royal family 
of the motherland of Brune. This is a fact that cannot be ignored. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, I can understand your anxiety. But if you 
go back to Brune immediately now, we will all be troubled. I hope you can 
understand." 


"Furthermore, I can't go back at all now. Of course I understand, but...I can't 
suppress the restlessness in my heart." 


"Even so, you still have to let this matter go for now. I don't know what a 
demon is like. It exists, but you can still try to use the legend as a clue to 
gradually interpret it. There are many stories about subduing evil demons in 
the legends of the Knights of the Round Table. It should not be small that 
one or more of these stories are facts. It is necessary to study the legend 
carefully." 


After listening to her, Tigre thought to himself. 


—In fact, there are spirits in the story of the Knights of the Round Table. 


And Tigre now knew that they really existed. Kate, the kitten currently kept 
in this mansion, is also one of them, but only Tigre knows about this. 


On the way back, this incredible kitten once advised Tigre that he had better 
not say anything about himself, because no one would believe it, and Kate 
could only be sure of what he was affirmed. 


This is an oath and a decision that cannot be changed. 


Kate has not yet confirmed anyone other than Tigre. The reason why Tigre 
is sure is because Kate’s master Morgana gave him a green hair ring. 


"T'll skip the thinking process and go straight to the conclusion. I think Lord 
Valentina has colluded with some demons, or has colluded before." 


Lynette said such earth-shattering thoughts nonchalantly. This is so amazing 
that even Guinevere can't believe it. 


"Lynette, this speculation is too...then I ask you, how much confidence do 
you have in this idea? Is there a basis?" 


"The basis is no, but I am sure." 
"Okay, then I believe you." 


Guinevere shrugged and turned her eyes to Tigre, her expression as if she 
was saying "How?", she seemed to be showing off the wisdom of her best 
friend. 


Although Tigre felt that she was so cute in her heart, she didn't show her 
attitude. He just replied, "In this case, I believe it too." 


Lynette looked at him and smiled softly. Tigre thought to himself, 
wondering how much she had seen through his thoughts? Hearing the 
incident just now made him wonder how to deal with Lynette. The 
conclusion about Valentina was so jumpy that he couldn't sincerely believe 
what Lynette said. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud. It doesn't matter if you doubt me. As a 
guard, the more you know how to be suspicious, the more reliable you are." 


"Is I now unreliable?" 


"Tam correcting my words. I mean, it will change. It's more reliable than it 
is now." 


Tigre scratched the back of his head. He really can't tell her anything. 


"Anyway, thanks to Your Excellency Valentina, I am sure that demons do 
exist now. Future strategies should be based on this as a prerequisite to 
correct the direction." 


"Lynette, are you saying that it is possible for us to join forces with those 
guys? " 


Guinevere asked, her tone was rather severe. But Lynette remained calm, 
just saying, "For those in power, joining forces with yesterday’s enemy is 
commonplace, isn’t it?" 


"Only this is the only thing that I must force you to do when it’s time to do 
it, Your Highness. It’s necessary. If you do, I will slap you on the head at all 
costs." 


"I don't want to be beaten. Well, I will try not to show my likes and dislikes 
on my face." 


The two quarreled intimately. 


But Tigre could also see that Lynette cleverly restrained Guinevere to the 
extent that she would not lose her mind. He thought to himself, there is no 
one else besides her who can control His Highness like this. 


——If there was no Lynette, what would her Highness be like now? 


This thought could not help but surfaced in his mind. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, His Royal Highness is just acting like a 
baby to me. This is a good thing. Politicians should not lose their true 
selves. At least we, the Bridaines think so. I even think His Royal Highness 
should be like a baby. Cry loudly and let out the grievances accumulated in 
your heart. It is a pity that her personality is so inexplicably serious." 


"Lynette, stop talking nonsense...!" 


Guinevere yelled so, and then noticed Tigre's sight, and quickly covered her 
mouth with her hands flushed. 


Tigre kept his courteous attitude and looked away. 
Fortunately, the princess did not continue to investigate. 


T 


The next day, Tigre told Lim about the conversation with Lynette and 
Guinevere yesterday. Lim sighed and said, "Sure enough, I really don't care 
about Lord Valentina." 


"You seem to be very wary of Lord Valentina." 


"Among Zhcted's war maidens, she is very special, someone who is difficult 
to read. Elen thinks so too." 


Since they all think so, it should be right. 


"But if she established with some degree of mutual relations for the 
Guinevere Faction and Zhcted, this should benefit all of us." 


"It really is. Just messaging for us is very convenient." 


Anyhow, the opponent is also a Vanadis, and it is a bit disrespectful to think 
of it as a messenger, but even if it takes a boat from the nearest port here, it 
will take more than ten days to reach Zhcted. Since the battle situation on 
Asvarre Island and the situation on Zhcted will affect each other, everything 
that can come in handy should be fully utilized. 


"The problem lies in her purpose. I have always suspected that her goal may 
be to pursue a higher status than Vanadis." 


Tigre was very surprised when he heard it. Because he correctly understood 
what Lim hadn't said deliberately. 


"She really has such big ambitions?" 


"Why don't I think so, Tigre. Next time you see her; you can try to tell her 
the story of Queen Sephyria." 


The kingdom of Asvarre have expanded from the island to the mainland by 
a queen named Sephyria. For ambitious women, it is only natural to use this 
character as a model. But Lim said that she might be looking for a position 
above Vanadis, but the situation is different. This means that she may even 
covet the throne. 


"Now you understand why I always say Master Valentina is dangerous?" 
"At least I will speak carefully in front of her," 


Tigre said with a shrug. 


Chapter 5 - The Temple of the 
Untamable God 


Tigre and others set off from Dunn to the Temple of the Untamable God. 


They brought only a few subordinates to follow, and along with Tigre were 
Guinevere (dressed in men's clothing), Lim, ten knights who were good at 
pathfinder, and a kitten. 


Originally did not intend to take Kate there, but it secretly hid in Tigre's 
bag. It took quite a while for Tigre to get on the horse and leave Dunn 
before he found out about it. 


"Why are you following?" 
"Worry about your own minion, what's wrong?" 


Tigre avoided the eyes of Guinevere and Lim, asked Kate secretly, and 
finally got this answer. The deadline for the duel was approaching, and now 
he couldn't turn back, so he had to agree to let the kitten who claimed to be 
the king of cats follow. 


But Kate is not an ordinary cat after all, even if he is left behind, he should 
be able to return to town on his own. When it is tired of human settlements, 
it will return to the forest to continue living on its own. Although it looks 
like a kitten on the outside, it might actually live a long time. 


"Wow, it's so cute. Can you let me hug it?" 


Guinevere seemed to like the kitten very much. While riding the horse, she 
carefully hugged Kate in her arms with both hands. 


That night, the princess suddenly said this: 


"When holding this kitten, the horse does not know why it is always so 
behaved." 


Could it be that the authority of the king of cats can also convince the 
horse? Having said that, what exactly is the king of cats? This puzzled 
Tigre. 








The first knights who explored the path were in groups of two, in five 
batches, taking turns to investigate the front, and frequently came back to 
report. Nothing unusual was found in front of him along the way. They are 
all knights cultivated by the family of the Duke of Bridaine, and they have 
heard Lynette's explanation beforehand, and they understand the importance 
of this secret mission. He was able to skillfully divide the work and 
cooperate, conduct investigations, and report the results of the 
investigations in detail without the order of Tigre. Fortunately, no bandits 
were found along the way. The security around Dunn has improved a lot 
recently. Lim speculates that the reason may be that the news that Tigre and 
the others went out to clear the bandits was widely circulated, and the 
deserters who had become bandits fled farther. 


"The real value of the action to clear the bandits was that we declared to the 
inside and outside that we would never tolerate evil deeds." 


"The bandits who escaped will go to other places to do bad things, right?" 


"After driving them to the south, the first-moving army will naturally expel 
them." 


After Tigre and others set off, the 3,000-man first-moving army composed 
of the princes’ army also began to move south almost at the same time. As 
for the command of this army, after a complex struggle for power, a certain 
earl was finally appointed as the commander. In terms of strategic 
arrangements, this first-moving force will only find the way first, and will 
finally join the team that comes from behind, and then Tigre will serve as 
the commander-in-chief. As long as you don't act recklessly, problems 
shouldn't happen. What the starting team should do is not to fight with the 
enemy, but to slowly go south to demonstrate the presence of the Guinevere 
faction. 


Fortunately, the momentum of the army is currently the Guinevere faction 
prevailing. We originally had a larger number of people, and after Viscount 
Arné made a clear statement, the lords in the north also judged that the 
Guinevere faction had a better chance of winning, and they came to take 
refuge. 


At present, Guinevere’s stand-in is preparing for the departure ceremony of 
the team in Dunn. The departure is estimated to take half a month. It is 
scheduled to absorb the army of lords who come to take refuge during this 
period, and the final number will increase to 7,000. With the addition of the 
first mover, the force will increase to 10,000. 


Guinevere’s stand-in is a woman prepared by the Duke of Bridal’s family 
for a long time. She is considered to be Guinevere’s cousin by blood. Her 
appearance and behavior are quite similar to Guinevere’s, which is difficult 
at first glance. Distinguish. She looks thinner than Guinevere, but this 
should be because Guinevere has become stronger in the past few months. I 
heard that this stunt lady is deliberately basking in the sun every day in 
order to make herself more like her Royal Highness, hoping to get a little 
tan. People can't help but cry with such diligence. 


Tigre had also seen the double lady once, and she seemed to surprise 
him. However, according to Lynette, the appearance of the stand-in was not 
enough to deceive people who had known Guinevere before. 


Fortunately, before this incident, Guinevere rarely entered the social world. 
"The bad habit of staying at home has brought good results." 


Lynette joked, and then she continued to tease Guinevere: "On the contrary, 
the temperament of the stand-in is more elegant. I think it will be more 
elegant in the future. Depending on the situation, let her take the place of 
your Royal Highness." This made Her Royal Highness awkward for a 
while. 


The duel with Galahad must be completed under top secret. You can't tell 
the nobles to take the princess to the duel, and no matter how you explain it, 
the nobles won't agree. 


Starting from Dunn to the Temple of the Unbelievable God, if the journey 
goes smoothly, it is estimated that it will take two days to ride a horse, and 
then hike on the mountain road for two and a half days. There should be 
plenty of time in terms of time. 


"Calculated from the remaining logistical resources, we must take back 
Kirchester within three months, otherwise the organization will not be able 
to continue to operate and will automatically collapse in the end." 


Lynette predicted so and Lim agreed with her. 
"It must be done before the harvest celebration in autumn." 


Tigre looked up at the scorching sun and counted the time in his heart. As 
time drags on, the support for the fake Artorius faction on the continent of 
Asvatre will become more stable. At that time, an army of more than 
60,000 troops will be sent from the mainland to this island. If things turn 
out to be that way, the situation will be even more unfavorable for the 
Guinevere faction. 


Tigre remembered his previous conversation with Bors. 
—Bors said that he had just returned from the mainland recently. 


If the Knights of the Round Table were able to move around the mainland 
freely before, it meant that the forces of the fake Artorius faction had been 
quite stable on the mainland. The knights traveled around, presumably 
making the lords who took a wait-and-see attitude feel pressured, even if 
the knight himself didn't mean that. 


According to the information returned by the spies of the Duke of Bridaine, 
it can be speculated that the fake Artorius will completely take over the 
power of the mainland within this year. 


During this trip, a group of people could find the village to rest for the night 
in the first two days. 


On the third day, the horses must be parked elsewhere, walked into the lush 
forests of the deep mountains, and camping at night. Thanks to the knights 
taking turns guarding the campfire, Tigre and others were able to recuperate 
with peace of mind. 


"I'm going to talk to Sir Galahad first." 
Guinevere said while warming herself by the campfire. 


"In the legend, Sir Galahad is a character full of righteousness and courage. 
When he sees people in difficulties, he will not hesitate to help, and he will 
not ask for any return. According to Lynette, Sir Galahad will not send a 
word, only letting Sir Bors speak alone. What kind of character he is, what 
kind of ideas he calls for a duel, what benefits or harm it will cause us... I 
think we need to clarify these questions. " 


“Ts it possible to avoid a war because of this?" 


Lim retorted from a realistic point of view, and Guinevere shook her head 
calmly. 


"That should be impossible, but I think the conversation is absolutely 
valuable. I think we need to grasp the purpose of the fake Artorius and the 
real intention behind it." 


Is the thing about demons true? Why are they so hostile to demons? There 
is still a lot of information lacking. As long as these deficiencies can be 
filled to some extent, the conversation must be meaningful. 


After listening to Guinevere's words, Lim stopped answering, and began to 
think deeply. 


When he was alone with Tigre afterwards, Lim brought it up to him. 


"What I am concerned about is the fact that the fake Artorius attacked 
Zhcted." 


It is true that the fake Artorius jumped over the neighboring Brune and 
attacked Zhcted first, which is really puzzling. The two had discussed this 


before, but there was no clue at the time, and the discussion was 
meaningless. 


But it's different now. Tigre and others have mastered important clues. 


"Not only that. If Master Valentina's words are correct, then Brune also has 
demons and pretends to be someone close to the royal family." 


She was absolutely right. Compared with Brune, what is the necessity for 
the Fake Artorius to attack Zhcted first? The deeper you think about this 
question; the worse premonitions fill your mind. 


"The situation of Zhcted being harmed by demons is more serious than that 
of Brune, isn't it?" 


"If this is the case, the situation can be said to be very bad." 


In addition, Lynette thought that Valentina had lied. This is also one of the 
factors Lim is worried about. 


"We have to imagine the worst situation. But is there anything worse than 
the demon pretending to be a figure close to the royal family? If it does, it 
will only be left..." 


She said that she couldn't go on. It is no wonder that the king himself is a 
demon-if he wants to act on this premise, he can do quite limited things. 


According to Lim, Zhcted’s current king is a small figure and very timid. 
He is afraid that he will be disadvantaged when the Vanadis gains power. 
Lim's evaluation of him is very poor. That is a very human idea. If demons 
are different from human beings, and their minds are completely different 
from human beings, will they show such a human-like attitude? 


"At present, there is insufficient information, and it may be useless to think 
about it. But I still can't help but worry... I hope Elen is safe." 


According to the information provided by Valentina, the army Artorius sent 
to Zhcted ceased its activities after occupying the port of Legnica. 


From the time point of view, it should be because the Lord of Marksmen 
returned to Asvarre Island during that period. As a result, Elen and others 
were able to take a breath and reorganize the army's posture. 


But three months have passed since then. As long as the Lord of Marksmen 
returns there, the battle of Zhcted's fate is bound to unfold. 


"At that time, I couldn't follow Elen and I was very unwilling." 
Lim clenched her fist and said this. Tigre didn't know what to say to her. 


Kate, who claims to be the king of cats, always runs away at night, not 
knowing where he went, but will come back at dawn. 


Tigre took an opportunity to secretly ask where it went. 
"The king is diligent and works while the slave is sleeping." 
It replied in a cold manner. 


Kate shouldn't be lying. It's just that during the day, it was either held by 
Guinevere, or slept in Tigre's bag, and it shouldn't be qualified to say that it 
was so unbelievable. 


"What is your job?" 
"The minion just obeys us." 


As for the content of her work, Kate insisted on keeping silent. Sometimes 
it will come back with a dirt, it seems that it did do something. 


Every time I saw it come back dirty, Guinevere always picked it up 
diligently and said: "It must be cleaned," and then went to the river to bathe 
Kate. 


Although the kitten was extremely reluctant, but I don't know why, when it 
was in the hands of Guinevere, it never struggled, but was paralyzed 
weakly, and could only stare at Tigre with a bitter stare. Could it be because 
of the authority of Her Royal Highness? 


On the evening of the fourth day, the group found a small settlement with 
about 20 people living. On this day, after obtaining permission from the 
other side, they settled down next to the settlement for the night. 


Although Guinevere concealed her identity of course, she could still tell 
that she was of noble origin, so the residents of the settlement showed an 
attitude of great awe. 


At the suggestion of Tigre, a group of people offered wine to these 
people. After being drunk, the mouth is relatively loose, and it is easy to 
inquire about intelligence. The residents of the settlement are not clear 
about the situation in the past few months, but in the past few days, the 
mountain that the group intends to go to is shrouded in a strange 
atmosphere, and they are all worried for the group. 


"Is it possible that Galahad went there and set the trap first?" 
Lim was suspicious. And Guinevere did not agree with this view. 


"T heard that Galahad is a noble knight, and Lynette's impression after 
seeing him is the same. Regardless of whether the legend is true or not, I 
trust Lynette's intuition." 


Lynette personally communicated with Galahad. After the meeting, since 
she had said so, Tigre believed her opinion. 


Her political judgment has saved us many times, and she has seen through 
Valentina's lies. As far as people's eyes are concerned, Lynette is indeed 
more reliable than anyone. 


It is the fifth day. Tigre and others believed that the road ahead did not need 
to be explored in advance, so the guard knights stayed by the settlement and 
left most of their luggage. Only three people and one cat continued to move 
forward. 


They were moving forward in the dense forest with no roads, and 
Guinevere was able to walk more than Tigre thought, and there was no 
problem in keeping up with the two of them. She seemed to be more 


accustomed to acting in the mountains than when she was fighting against 
Percival. 


"I found time to practice in the vacancy of government affairs, because I 
have a hunch that it will come in handy." 


Her Royal Highness is really reliable. 
You should be able to reach your destination in the morning. 


If everything goes well, you can return to the camp in the evening. Even if 
the subordinates followed, the three of them couldn't protect, and Guinevere 
didn't want to let her subordinates die in vain. 


Tigre walked in the forefront and pushed aside the grass. Only today, Kate 
is also on Tigre's shoulder, staring straight ahead with green eyes. 


"All day today, the look of the forest is very wrong," 
Tigre murmured to himself. 


"There is no movement of animals at all. Since there are trails stepped by 
wild animals, it means that animals such as boars should usually pass 
through here. What is going on? It's like...the animals are all for some 
reason. And ran away. Will it be us, or Galahad? Or..." 


Kate tweeted slightly, seeming to say, "You're right." 
"There are no insects, no birds, and it feels like the entire forest is dead. It's 
gloomy and uncomfortable. Does this have something to do with the temple 


of the unbelievable god?" 


The kitten did not reply. Even so, Tigre continued to whisper in a volume 
that only Kate could hear: 


"Are you leaving these few nights to appeal to nearby animals to take 
refuge? Is this so that we can fight without any worries? " 


Even if there are animals nearby, Tigre will still go all out when facing a 
crisis, just like he did when he was fighting against Percival. At that time, 
Tigre's arrow was powerful enough to change the shape of the entire 
mountain, and the power of liberating the black bow would have such a 
consequence. 


"I've been thinking about this-I don't think I can fully use the power of the 
black bow. I think this power is more than that. Kate, do you know the 
answer? How far can I go? You will help Me?" 


The kitten whispered again, which sounded a bit ruthless, as if he didn't 
intend to worry about him. 


"Tigre, you and that cat have become very good friends," said Lim, who 
walked to beware of the surroundings at the end. The content of the 
conversation should have been unheard by her, but she seemed to have 
discovered that she was talking to the cat. If this continues, Lim may be 
regarded as an emotionally unstable person. So Tigre turned his head and 
smiled and said, 


"After all, I feed him every morning. I think as long as there is something to 
eat, he should be okay." 


The kitten seemed unconvinced, and scratched with his front paws. Tigre 
clicked on his shoulder, and Tigre wailed in pain. Guinevere saw this and 
laughed softly. 


"It's really good." 
"If your Highness feels the same way, you can get along with him too." 


Tigre grabbed Kate by the back of his neck and threw it into Guinevere's 
hand. 


Kate shrank up and pressed her Royal Highness's chest 
unscrupulously. Guinevere picked up Kate and rubbed it with her cheek, her 
expression looking very happy. 


Kate did not resist. he doesn’t know why this kitten is very kind to Her 
Royal Highness. 


"Your Majesty, please use a short stick to protect this child in a crisis." 
"Of course. I will never let such a lovely child die." 


Kate screamed in protest, but the tone seemed to be a little bowed and 
bowed. The King of Cats shouldn't care about human power... 


"It should be coming soon," Lim said. Of course she was referring to the 
destination-the temple of the unstoppable god. 


Tigre nodded and announced that he would stop for a while. Galahad is 
probably already waiting in the temple, so this is the last rest. 


T 


At the middle of the day, the three arrived at the temple of the unstoppable 
god. 


This is a stone building, and it seems that no one has cleaned it up for more 
than a hundred years. The roof has completely collapsed, and only the stone 
pillars covered with vines and moss and the stone walls that seem to 
collapse at any time are still standing. 


It appears that there was a stone slab where the entrance was once, with 
ancient writings on it. Tigre ripped off the vines and scraped off the moss, 
allowing Guinevere to interpret the writing on the slate. It was said that it 
was the name of a certain god, and she had never heard of this god. 


"Tt seems to be the god who holds the contract." 
It is said that in ancient times, many gods were enshrined on this island. 


But by now, those beliefs have almost ceased to exist, and only the belief in 
the ancestor Artorius and the Knights of the Round Table is left on the 
island. The mountain area where Tigre and others first arrived seems to be 
an exception, where there is still some belief in the ancient gods. 


Compared with other areas, the residents of that zone had relatively less 
faith in the ancestor Artorius, which was one of the reasons Guinevere 
chose to flee there in the first place. 


Entering the depths of this lost temple, there is an altar that has long been 
decayed, and an oval idol that has been beaten by wind and rain for a long 
time without leaving its original shape. This was supposed to be a statue of 
the upper body, but after a long period of devastation, the head and hands 
were broken, and only the body was left. 


Beside this idol, a man stood. 


The man is a strong knight, wearing a metal armor with a hood covering his 
head deeply. As soon as he saw Tigre and others appear, the knight slowly 
took off his hood. The face of the blond young man was shining brightly by 
the noon sun. 


—This man is Galahad. 

Guinevere took a step forward. 

"I'm Guinevere Kelchiken Ophelia Bedwell Asvarre. I think you must be 
Sir Galahad, the Knight of the Round Table. If you can, I hope you can 


listen to me first. " 


The Knight pulled out a sword without a word. The sword body is black 
and red; it is a divine tool. 


Guinevere gasped. 
"It's useless to say more, isn't it? Your lord, please step back." 


Lim drew out her swords and stepped forward. Tigre also put his arrow on 
the bow. 


"Tam the adjutant of the war Princess of Leitmeritz-Limalisha." 


"T am the son of Count Urs-Tigrevurmud Vorn." 


After hearing their names, the knight was finally willing to speak. 
"IT am a Knight of the Round Table, Sir Galahad." 


The knight raised the black and red sword with both hands after only saying 
this. 


"Let's make a decisive battle rightly!" 
Tigre yelled, and shot an arrow at the same time. 


Galahad kicked his feet to the ground and rushed forward. Only seeing his 
sword sway, Tigre's arrow was already bounced in the next instant. He 
couldn't see the tip of his sword at all, it was too fast. Tigre was stunned 
with surprise, but what surprised him even more was... 


—The power of the black bow turned out to be gone... the green hair ring 
didn't respond! 


"Your Excellency Galahad, stop!" 


Lim stood in front of him, but was knocked out by his sprint like a boar. 
Galahad rushed towards Guinevere. 


‘what on earth is it?’ Tigre thought desperately about the reason. The 
enemy is the resurrected Knights of the Round Table, and the conditions 
should be the same as Percival. Then why does the black bow refuse to 
exert its strength? Why didn't the good spirit help Tigre? 


—Is there still conditions? 

In retrospect, Tigre always used the power of the black bow and the green 
hair ring temporarily in battle, and used it out of necessity every time ina 
critical situation. As for these inhuman existences, Tigre was in awe and did 
not dare to study more. 


As a result, he is now in danger. 


"His Royal Highness!" 


Hearing Tigre's yelling, Guinevere raised her scepter. 


The short rod has a blue-and-white barrier, and the kitten Kate, who is in 
her left hand, is making a high-pitched and sharp chirping sound. 


Galahad seemed to perceive Kate's existence, his eyes widened. 


Almost at the same time, the enchantment began to expand as if it had 
reacted to a cat cry, and the outer edge of the translucent light was 
connected to Galahad's black and red sword. 


At that moment, there was a strong white light from where the two met. 


T 


White light covers Tigre's whole body. I could hear the groans and 
exclamations of Galahad and others. Can't see anything. Even the feeling is 
gone. 


Tigre didn't even know if his feet were on the ground. It feels light and 
fluttering all over, as if floating in mid-air. 


"What the hell happened..." 

Tigre blinked. 

In the blink of an eye, his eyes darkened. 
Tigre found himself in a luxurious palace hall. 
—wWhere is this place? 


The red sunlight of the setting sun shines into the room from outside the 
window. In the hall there is a step one step higher, on which there is a 
throne, and a man is sitting on the throne. It was a mature man with blond 
hair and blue eyes and a rather slender figure. His appearance was so 
beautiful that he couldn't help widening his eyes, and he was wearing a 
simple sacrificial clothing. 


Three knights were kneeling before the man. 

What surprised Tigre even more was that he recognized all three of them. 
It was Percival, Bors, and Galahad who was fighting with him just 

now. However, all three of them seemed to be older than what Tigre had 


seen. 


The figure on the throne is precisely the object for the three knights of the 
round table to kneel. In other words, that person is... 


"That man is Artorius?" 

Tigre couldn't help saying this in a hoarse voice, and he quickly covered his 
mouth. But even though those people were very close to him, they didn't 
show any reaction at all. It's almost as if Tigre can't be seen or heard at all. 


"Am I dreaming?" 


he muttered to himself. 














It might be so. Although he didn't know why he could see this dreamlike 
scene, he thought it was not caused by Galahad's black and red sword. 


At this time, the man suspected to be Artorius spoke up. 

"You are not allowed to chase Lancelot." 

His voice was so majestic that he couldn't help shaking after hearing it. The 
three knights lowered their heads, their foreheads almost touching the 
ground. 

"My Majesty, please!" Percival said bluntly in an excited and pleading tone. 
But Artorius just glanced at him coldly, and said "No" again. 


"But, if this goes on, Madam is really pitiful!" 


It was Bors who spoke this time. Unlike the cynical attitude he had when he 
met Tigre last time, he begged very anxiously, with sweat on his forehead. 


"Torbalan killed his wife, and with her head he fled to the mainland! To at 
least put their heads back, Lancelot caught up with him in the mainland, but 
he alone one person, no matter how good ...... . 


" [ didn't allow Lancelot to do that, but he ran over without permission. I 
had already given orders, and now I can't attack the mainland, but Lancelot 
broke my ban." 


— what's the matter ? 


Tigre was confused, and Lancelot among the Knights of the Round Table 
was the most famous figure among the ancestors of Artorius. Since he was 
raised by the spirits of the lake in the past, he was called the knight of the 


lake after he grew up. It is said that he is always the first to charge into 
battle in various battles, and he is the most trusted knight of Artorius. 


But he heard that Lancelot suddenly left the country and headed for the 
mainland. This is a historical fact in the official record. 


No one knows his whereabouts after he went to the mainland, but there are 
legends of the active performance of the Knights of the Round Table 
Lancelot all over the continent of the Kingdom of Asvarre. 


At that time, those lands were not yet Asvarre's territory, but for some 
reason there were other legends of knights who had never left the island. 
Honestly, it was hard to believe that those legends were facts. And the 
chronological order of these stories is basically messy. 


These are all heard from Guinevere and Lynette. In the past few months, 
Tigre has become very familiar with the Knights of the Round Table. He 
even felt that if another six months passed, he should be able to become a 
bard who extolled the legend of the Knights of the Round Table. 


"What did Bors just say? Torbalan? Madame's head?" Tigre 


muttered to himself. If this is really a fact that happened three hundred 
years ago, it means that Lancelot went to the mainland to pursue the 
murderer of Artorius's wife. After he went, he never came back to Asvatre 
Island... 


At that time, the Kingdom of Asvarre had just been established, and the 
relationship with the mainland countries was quite tense. This should be 
what Artorius had just forbidden from the Knights of the Round Table. 
reason. It was not until a long time later that the Kingdom of Asvarre began 
to officially send troops to expand its territory to the mainland, which was 
the era ruled by Queen Sephyria. 


By the way, the name of Artorius' wife in the record is Guinevere. 


This is not accidental. It is a tradition to continue to use the name of the 
ancestor’s wife. Every one or two generations, a member of the royal family 


will be named Guinevere. On the contrary, in Asvarre, no one is named 
Guinevere except for the women of the royal family. This incident was also 
told to him by Guinevere, and she looked very proud when she talked about 
it. That's one of the things they chatted about when they tried the scales. 


"Torbalan is a powerful and anomalous demon, and the six knights of the 
round table can't defeat it! Please support! Please support the Lancelot 
knight, please!" 


Percival shouted. 


Tigre was very surprised. He knows exactly how powerful Percival is. He 
really doesn't want to believe that his strength is only average among the 
Knights of the Round Table... 


However, if he joins the five knights, is there still an enemy he cannot 
defeat? Is it the demon named Torbalan? 


No, wait. Tigre remembered the conversation between him and the being 
who claimed to be the king of cats. 


"Kate said that Percival wiped out the demons that inhabited this place 
before going to war with us. What's the name of that demon?" 


"It's Torbalan." 


Kate's voice suddenly sounded. Tigre looked left and right, and then noticed 
the breath from above, so he looked up at the ceiling. Kitten Kate fell from 
the sky, and he quickly reached out his hands to catch it. Kate poked her 
head out of Tigre's chest and let out a lovely cry. 


"Huh, I didn't expect to be implicated by the power of the ancient gods. 
This is really a headache." 


"The power of the gods? Does it mean the temple...?" 


Remember that is the god who holds the contract. If the kitten's words are 
true, it may be because of fighting in the temple. 


"Do you know what's going on?" 


"This king knows one thing now. Just keep your mouth shut and keep 
watching. This level of vision will not last long." 


"Vision... Are you saying that this is an illusion? If you know that it's just an 
illusion, you really don't need to worry too much... You said Percival 
defeated the demon named Torbalan, is it true?" 


"ah. That demon is so self-composed, it should not go wrong. he has a very 
terrible power, is daunting evil but in the end was get rid of the demon, cats 
and therefore continue to praise the dawn." 


Tigre hugged the cat and thought about it. 


Three hundred years ago, the six Knights of the Round Table joined forces 
against Torbalan failed to decide the outcome. After the resurrection, 
Percival eliminated Torbalan alone. 


"Why is the result of this battle that delighted cats different from three 
hundred years ago? Does this mean that the power of black and red 
weapons is so remarkable?" 


"There were no cats who witnessed the battle nearby. The details are not 
clear. You minions who can give up their lives without hesitation, cats are 
very cautious. You have to remember this." 


That means it doesn't come in handy. But Tigre didn't dare to say this, he 
didn't want to be scratched by cat's claws anymore. 


The situation in front of us is still going on. The three knights always tried 
to persuade Artorius to change his mind, but Artorius firmly refused. The 
last three knights seemed unbearable anymore. 


"In that case, we have to run. From now on, we are no longer knights of 
Asvatre." 


"No W 


Percival took the lead and got up, and the three of them walked towards the 
exit of the audience hall, but stopped. Because Artorius, who was still 
sitting on the throne, unexpectedly stood in front of the exit unknowingly. 


"If you have to go to the mainland for everything, first raise your sword 
against me." 


"Why did your Majesty say that! We can't point our weapons at your 
Majesty, that is absolutely impossible!" 


Percival knelt on the ground on the spot. Tigre thought to himself that this 
was indeed the reaction he would have at a stubborn look. Although he was 
an enemy who had faced each other with swords before, but I don't know 
why, Tigre now feels close to him. 


But the two other than Percival still took a step forward, and Bors and 
Galahad drew and raised the swords around their waists. But the tips of 
their swords trembled fiercely. 


"I'm sure. Come here with all your strength." 


Artorius didn't draw his sword, his hands drooping loosely, and he seemed 
to just stand unguarded. 


Galahad was the first to do it. 
"Excuse me!" 


He kicked his foot on the floor of the audience hall and approached Artorius 
in one breath. 


Sprinting like a boar, the same as when he smashed Lim away. After he 
took the last step, he took advantage of the strength of the sprint to stab a 
sharp sword, fast enough to leave an afterimage. Tigre saw that the tip of 
the sword seemed to split into five. 


—What an amazing sprint, what a powerful stab, I am afraid it is powerful 
enough to blast the earth dragon out. 


This sword was so powerful that Tigre had to think so, but it didn't hurt 
Artorius at all, and he didn't even wipe it. All the attacks penetrated 
Artorius' body, as if his body was just an illusion. 


Galahad shoots his sword faster. The sixth and seventh swords pierced 
Artorius, but Artorius remained motionless. These two swords penetrated 
his body like an illusion, and the man in front of him did not feel like 
stabbing the target. 


But Artorius immediately stretched out his hand casually and grabbed 
Galahad's wrist. It seems that it is not an illusion, but a reality. 


Artorius twisted his hand, and the tall Galahad flew out, slammed into one 
of the stone pillars in the Hall of View, and smashed the stone pillar to 
pieces. In addition, Galahad's body continued to fly backward, hitting the 
wall at the other end of the hall, and he made a low moan in his mouth. 


"There is no way." 


At this time, Bors was already approaching Artorius' eyes. He raised his 
weapon high and slashed, but the slash penetrated Artorius' body. 


—What is going on? 


Tigre only knew that Artorius' figure could still touch the body of the 
Knights of the Round Table, but he could not understand the principle 
behind it. 


Then Artorius patted Bors on the shoulder. Bors' body immediately flew out 
and rolled on the ground. It slammed into the wall opposite to Galahad. 


"In front of him, the Knights of the Round Table are like babies." 


Tigre blinked several times. Is this really what happened? The attacks of the 
Knights of the Round Table didn't work. Why on earth? 


"How the? Percival To at least three people together, otherwise you can not 
completely get what I touch a staring so want to deal with all six together 
defeated the demon it?" 


"Your Majesty ...... 
"Come on, Percival. I want to feel your heart firsthand!" 
"Please forgive me!" 

Percival kicked his feet. 


Accompanied by the momentum that cuts through the air, a sharp cut was 
issued. Artorius narrowed his eyes, and Tigre thought he seemed to be 
smiling. 


Almost at the same time, Galahad and Bors, who were thrown on the wall, 
stabilized their positions again and slammed at Artorius again. Attacks from 
three directions at the same time surrounded the ancestor. 


The moment the four people collided together, Tigre could not see 
clearly. The speed of Artorius and the Knights of the Round Table was so 
fast that the figures looked distorted. 


In an instant, he only saw the result. 


The three knights fell to the ground, and Artorius was still standing, 
unscathed. 


No, there was a crack in his white sacrificial clothing. Someone of the three 
slashed his clothes. But that sword still seemed to have failed to injure 
Artorius' body. 


"Progress." Artorius muttered to himself, watching the cracks in his clothes. 
"It's a pity. But the agreement must be kept." 
He lifted up the knights who fell on the ground one by one. 


Percival, Bors, and Galahad, all three were crying. Artorius patted them on 
the shoulder to comfort them, and continued to persuade them to be patient. 


"The timing is really bad now. I have observed signs of the incarnation of 
the god descending on the mainland. Never allow that intervention." 


Tigre didn't understand what Artorius was talking about. What is it that 
makes him so worried and guarded? 


"By the way, the time Zhcted was founded was also three hundred years 
ago..." 


Tigre suddenly remembered this. 


It is said that there are still disagreements between historians and there is 
still no conclusion between Asvarre and Zhcted, the time of the founding of 
the two countries. 


Tigre thought to himself, maybe he had witnessed an extraordinary scene. 
But now I don't even know the reason why I can see this situation... 
"Well, there is another interference." 

The kitten in Tigre's arms whispered, and the scenery suddenly changed. 
r 


This seems to be a basement somewhere. In a narrow room with walls made 
of stone, there were four men. 


It was Artorius and the three knights of the round table just now. However, 
the age of the four seemed to be a little longer than before. 


They gathered around the only round table in the room. There is a cup on 
the table with clear water in it. 


All four of them closed their eyes, clasped their hands, and were 

praying. Tigre didn't know what they were praying to, so he asked Kate. "It 
is the ancient gods. This belief was quite popular at the time." Kate 
replied. And now the people of Asvarre generally believe in the ancestor 


Artorius and the Knights of the Round Table, that is to say, the object of 
their prayers was later forgotten because of them, it is really ironic. 


After the prayer, the four raised their heads, with firm determination in their 
eyes. 


"Once you drink the contents of this cup, you can never look back." 
Artorius warned. 

"I'm determined. But you don't need to follow me." 

"You can't say that, Your Majesty. What's more, we brought this back." 
Bors said with a wry smile with his hands in his arms. 

"In this life and in the next life, we will always be loyal to your Majesty." 
Percival said with a chest out. Galahad just nodded without saying a word. 


Artorius stared at the three of them first, and then drank the contents of the 
cup. 


His throat was stirring. Amazingly, he drank all the contents in the glass, 
but the glass was still full of water. 


Artorius handed the cup to Galahad, and Galahad drank it up. After 
confirming that the cup was still filled with water as before, he gave it to 
Percival. 


Percival drank the water in the same way and passed it to Bors. 


"By the way, what exactly does the spirit Merlin want us to do? After 
drinking this thing, we will be bound by an oath, and we will no longer be 
able to defy Merlin's blood. Maybe..." 


Bors stopped talking, and finally shook. After shook his head, I decided not 
to say more. Then, he also drank everything in the cup. 


"Elf Merlin... what is that?" 


Tigre muttered to himself, he didn't expect anyone to answer, but Kate 
spoke. 


"It's the brother of the noble man we regard as the master." 


Tigre couldn't help looking at the green ring on the little finger of his left 
hand. Unexpectedly, Artorius, who was resurrected from the dead, had such 
a connection with the spirits he met by the river. 


"In other words, the spirit Merlin gave Artorius and the others this cup. 
After they drank it, they are now resurrected three hundred years later. The 
spirit Merlin is the younger brother of the good spirit Morgana... how did 
this happen?" 


The kitten did not answer this time, and Artorius and the others continued 
to pray chantingly. Tigre began to think. 


"Bors' words are very concerning. He said so, as if the spirit Merlin gave 
them this cup not in good faith. What exactly is the oath? Is it literal to not 
be able to defy Merlin's blood? In the final analysis... ... Why do I see this 
scene now?” 


He suddenly remembered that the cause of everything was that he and 
Galahad were at war in the temple of the impenetrable god. 


-Why did he... 
At this time, the scene was wiped out. 
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Tigre found himself back in the temple of the unstoppable god. Lim and 
Guinevere were also beside them. Galahad was standing some distance 
away from them, his sword hand hanging down. 


"What is this... Your Excellency Galahad, what was it just now? Artorius, 
the Knights of the Round Table, and the cup, what is it..." 


Lim muttered blankly. Hearing her saying this, Tigre knew that she had 
witnessed the same situation just now. He turned his head and looked at 
Guinevere, and found that she was also looking at Galahad. 


"You..." The Princess said. 


"The reason why your Excellency Galahad asked for this kind of 
roundabout duel is to let us see the scene just now." 


Tigre also thought of the same conclusion, but Galahad was neither certain 
nor unsure. negative. But he didn't look hostile anymore, he just kept 
watching them. 


"Past..." 

He slowly opened his silent mouth. 

"T watched your past." 

Although Tigre was surprised, he could understand. 


Galahad's purpose was not just to let Tigre and others see the past. It is said 
that this temple enshrines the god who holds the contract. Just now, that 
should be some kind of ceremony that will affect both parties. 


Tigre and others saw Galahad's past, and Galahad also caught a glimpse of 
their past. 


Maybe, in the old days when this temple was still used by people, people 
would sign a sacred contract here, watch each other's past through rituals, 
and deepen their trust in each other. 


But Tigre and the three of them are now as if they were forced to sign a 
contract without knowing it. He really wanted to complain to Galahad. 


Guinevere and Lim seemed to be thinking about the same thing, their 
expressions looked a bit dissatisfied, and they seemed to be about to say 
something. But before that, Galahad spoke first. 


"You have nothing to do with demons, and I have no reason to fight with 
you." 


He put the black and red sword into the scabbard. 
"Is this really okay?" 
Guinevere seemed to be quite surprised, and asked in a low voice. 


It's no wonder that in order to fight the Knights of the Round Table whom 
she admired, she had a good sense of going to death, and even racked her 
brains to persuade the other party, imagined various situations, various 
questions and answers, and then ran all the way here. 


Unexpectedly, the final duel would end in this way. 


Tigre was also surprised. Judging from the past scenes, Galahad's only 
emotional scene was for his ally Lancelot, the knight who went to the 
mainland alone in pursuit of Artorius' wife-killing enemy. 


—Could it be, isn't it? Did we misunderstand from the beginning? 


Tigre recalled the scene he had seen earlier. The reason why Galahad 
continued to follow Artorius and drank all the things in the cup was to 
destroy the demons. Galahad believed that it was for his monarch. 


And now, he seemed to judge that fighting with Tigre and others would not 
help destroy the demon. 


In that case, there is another problem. 

"Answer me a question. In that case, why does Percival want to fight us?" 
In that case, why did Artorius send Percival to attack Tigre and them? Why 
did Percival obey this order? What is the difference between Percival and 


Galahad? 


Galahad first looked up at the sky, as if he could see something in the air, 
perhaps he was looking at the face of his dead friend. 


"For my wish. Fight against the strong." 
"Ah..." Tigre couldn't help but let out a voice. 


He can understand this reason very well. For the knight who values 
etiquette and majesty, there is no more suitable motive than this. 


If the King of Cats is true, the demon that the knights could not defeat three 
hundred years ago has been wiped out by Percival. 


His goal has been achieved, and the rest is nothing more than a side show. 
All he expects is to fight the strong. 


Percival was loyal to his wish and chose to fight Tigre and others, and 
finally passed away. It's no wonder that Bors and Galahad don't hate Tigre, 
because they respect their friends’ choices. 


——It seems that the Knights of the Round Table are not in agreement. 


Although they chose to resurrect for almost the same purpose, they all have 
different ideas. Percival's purpose was only to destroy the demon named 
Torbalan. When Tigre and others didn't know, he achieved his 

goal. Therefore, Tigre did not perceive the essence of the Knights of the 
Round Table and the purpose of their resurrection. 


As for Galahad, it is speculated from his words that the purpose may be to 
destroy all the demons that can be found, and Bors should be the 

same. Maybe they won't stop fighting until all the demons on the mainland 
are wiped out. 


Artorius' purpose may be somewhat different from theirs. 


Tigre felt that his purpose should be more than just hunting demons and 
avenging his wife. Artorius always did not hesitate to exclude the people, 
things, and things that hindered him, including Guinevere's family and 
Guinevere itself. Now Tigre must have become one of the targets he wants 
to eliminate. 


Thinking of this, Tigre suddenly thought of the Lord of Marksmen, the 
magical figure who can manipulate the dragon, in what way did he follow 
Artorius? And Alexandra, who was once a Vanadis... 


Tigre shook his head. You shouldn't think about them for now, at least there 
is no reason to oppose Galahad. 


Tigre now has a lot of things to ask him and talk to him, such as the black 
and red weapons, and the Lord of Marksmen he encountered in the legend 
of the Knights of the Round Table. 


"In addition--" 

Galahad stared at Tigre, just as he was about to speak-- 
"It seems that you are going to betray, Galahad." 

The man's rough voice sounded from nowhere. 
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The man’s rough voice came clearly. In the next moment, a deafening sound 
resounded and accompanied by a violent flash of light. One of the stone 
pillars supporting the ancient temple was blasted to pieces. Tigre and others 
raised their hands to protect head. 


In retrospect, Galahad had moved a few steps away. The ground where he 
was originally located was scorched black, and there was a pungent burnt 
smell. This scene is almost like thunder hitting your eyes when there is a 
storm in the forest. 


What happened? Tigre hadn't had time to think about it, and Guinevere and 
Lim had already ran to his side. 


—What was that voice just now? The Knights of the Round Table should 
not hide in the forest and attack, at least it should not be Bors. 


In that case, who on earth caused this thunder light? 


He suddenly remembered the thunder that fell from the sky and killed many 
soldiers in the last battle. As Alexandra was about to run away, a man fired 
lightning at Tigre from the hill, as if to cover her. At that time, he thought 
that the enemy had deployed another artifact user on the battlefield. 


"Son of spirit Merlin, Mordred." 
Galahad said, as if answering Tigre's inner question. 
"Thank you for the introduction." 


A figure walked out from the depths of the forest, a strong man with light 
skin and leather armor. Although the hair is black, there are green strands 
everywhere, and the hair below the temples is white. It was indeed the man 
who was covering Alexandra's retreat. 


—That person is Mordred. 


Galahad said he was the son of the spirits. Does it really mean 
literally? Tigre didn't understand what kind of spirits existed, and he had 
never heard of a fairy named Merlin. 


When the tall man saw Tigre and others, he frowned and stretched out his 
right hand. 


—It's coming. 
"His Royal Highness, please raise the sceptre!" 


Tigre exclaimed so reflexively, and Guinevere did so, and the loud noise 
almost sounded again at the same time. This time he clearly saw the thunder 
light. The thunder light shot by Mordred's hand was bounced off by the 
barrier stretched by Guinevere's short rod, causing a violent 

explosion. Suddenly, the smoke was filled, and it was impossible to see the 
surroundings clearly. 


After the smoke cleared, Mordred was nowhere to be seen. Loud laughter 
came from the forest. 


"Come out here you Despicable man!!" Lim shouted so loudly. But she 
didn't really expect the other party to be upright, she should just be 
provoking. 


"You bitch! How dare you call me that!" 

"Of course, I can say it a few times. Get out, coward!" 

Lim continued to provoke a response from someone in the forest. She 
should be holding the mentality of giving it a try. If the provocation is 


effective, she will earn it. 


Tigre glanced at Galahad. The Knights of the Round Table stood at a 
distance from Tigre and the others, observing the condition of the forest. 


He should also be the target of the attack just now, not only that, but he was 
the first to be attacked. As for the reason... the man seemed to call him a 
"betrayer" at first. 


"Are you going to vent my anger?" 
Galahad whispered. 
"Less long-winded!" 


The dazzling light shot out from the forest and pointed directly at 
Galahad. The Knights of the Round Table split the light blade with a black 
and red weapon. The sword was so fast that Tigre could not see clearly. 


The light is split in half, leaving a burnt smell in the air. 
"Split thunder and lightning with a sword!" 


Lim exclaimed loudly, but Galahad didn't seem to be unharmed. There are 
more burnt marks on the metal armbands, and there is still smoke. Although 
he himself did not even wrinkle his brows, the hands under his wrists may 
have been scorched, and the injuries must be horrible. 


"Look at how wretched you are. You can't defy me and the blood shed on 
my body. But I am magnanimous and will not order you not to resist. Just 
struggle, and then die." 


Blood. After hearing the voice in the forest say so, Tigre immediately 
understood the meaning. In the past, Bors said that the person who drank all 
the contents in the cup would not be able to defy Merlin's bloodline. This 
should be the price of resurrection. 


——Elf Merlin... 


Thinking of this, Tigre remembered that Lynette had said before that the 
evil spirits divided the power of the dragon into five weapons. At that time, 
she didn't say what the evil spirit was called, maybe she didn't know it. 


—His son, Mordred. 


Thunder light fell from the sky, and thunder came after a little delay. The 
closer the place of thunder strikes, the shorter the interval between thunder 
light and thunder; the farther the place of thunder strikes, the longer the 
interval between seeing thunder light and hearing thunder. In other words, 
the speed of thunder is much faster than the sound. 


It is terrible to be able to manipulate things like Thunder at will. However, 
it does not seem surprising that characters with fairy blood have the ability 
to match the artifacts. 


And Galahad can even split the terrible thunder and lightning. This kind of 
technology is beyond ordinary. 


"See how long you can last!" 


As the laughter sounded, another thunder and lightning struck 

Galahad. Galahad swung his sword faster than before, splitting the light in 
half. The knight of the round table groaned, and the black and red sword in 
his hand fell to the ground. 


"T saw it," 


Tigre heard Lim say this quietly. 


"Your Excellency Galahad didn't use a sword to slash thunder and lightning, 
but used slashes to form something similar to an enchantment and shoot it 
out, offsetting the power of thunder. Unexpectedly, that divine tool has such 
power...” 


Lim seemed to have something to discover, and Tigre wanted to ask 
carefully. But before that, Mordred's voice came from the forest. 


"You're great for being able to split my thunder and lightning, but the price 
doesn't seem to be small! Your hand is already unable to move, and you can 
no longer claim to be a swordsman. Just die!" 


Tigre didn't wait for him. After speaking, he shot an arrow, and the ring on 
the little finger of his left hand shimmered unknowingly. Arrows roared in 
the air, and a whirlwind went deep into the forest, causing an explosion 
after an interval of one shot. The soil deep in the forest was blown up, and 
the sky was covered by sand and dust. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud!" 


" Excuse me, Your Highness. I should seek your instructions first. After all, 
I am not sure that the other party must be an enemy..." 


"No, you are doing well. I feel the same as you." 
Lim ran to Galahad as soon as he finished speaking. 
"Lim!" 

"Galahad leave it to me! I think I can do it!" 


Can it be done? What does she mean? Tigre was not clear, but Lim's tone 
was firm enough to make Tigre determined to trust her and hand it over to 
her. 


More importantly... Tigre stared deep into the forest. Because of the arrow 
that was shot into the forest just now, he should have become Mordred's 


target now. 


"Don't hinder me, use the bow! I will tidy up with you, and go to death right 
away!" 


Lightning shot out from the forest again, and Guinevere raised her scepter 
to block in front of Tigre. Almost at the same time, Lim rushed to Galahad 
and raised her red dagger with a wave. 


Tigre knew that wielding that red dagger could form an enchantment 
similar to that of Guinevere's scepter, but on a smaller scale. Now Lim 
should be planning to use other ways of using that sword. 


Then Lim shot a blue-and-white barrier, and the barrier shot and shattered 
the lightning that was shot towards Galahad like an arrow. Almost at the 
same time, Guinevere's short rod also fended off the lightning that shot at 
Tigre. 


"Lim, what is that?" 


"After watching Galahad's moves just now, I think I have an important 
trick." 


Lim turned her head and said. 


"I don't know very well myself, but I seem to have suddenly seen the use of 
this sword." 


Lim tured her face to Galahad. 
"Thank you for your guidance." 


Galahad slowly shook his head. This should mean "I didn't do 
anything." After all, the two sides are originally hostile positions. 


But Lim didn't think so. She had been observing Galahad more closely than 
Tigre just now, and as a result, she learned a new technique of the 
Carnwenhan Swords. 


"What a horrible group of things!" 


At this time, seven figures pushed aside the sand and rushed out of the 
forest. They were a group of wolves with purple electric lights all over their 
bodies. Tigre shot three arrows in a row, piercing the wolf's head one by 
one. After being fatally wounded, the wolf shot purple light all over and 
exploded. Obviously, that is not an ordinary creature. 


The other four wolves rushed towards Galahad, as fast as arrows. Lim stood 
in front of Galahad, and with a wave of both swords, the two wolf heads 
flew into the air at the same time. After the wolf died, the body dissipated in 
the air like dissolving. 


The remaining two wolves rushed past Lim, opened their mouths and shot 
out lightning. 


"Don't think about it." 


Lim turned and shot out the enchantment with a red dagger towards 
Galahad. The lightning beam shot by the wolf was blocked by the 
enchantment and dissipated. 


The two wolves were taken aback, kicked their feet to the ground and at the 
same time spread out to the left and right, and Tigre seized the opportunity 
to shoot two arrows. As soon as the two wolves hit the ground, an arrow 
was inserted into their necks. The last two wolves also disappeared into the 
air like melting. 


"Arrogant stinky girl! I want to humiliate you as much as you want, and 
then make you a strange place!" 


A few wolves sprang out from the forest, and the wolves that pounced on 
Lim were killed one by one by two swords, and then attacked Galahad's 
wolves were also blocked by the barrier fired by Lim's red dagger. Tigre 
shot them one by one after the gap, and all the wolves disappeared. 


"No matter how many times you try; the result is the same. You are timid 
and useless and cowardly to the extreme. Do you have to hide to dare to 


speak bad words to a woman?" 


"Very well, you dare to have an opinion on me. You never want to be happy. 
To die, I will tear your limbs and throw you into the pigsty. You are only 
worthy of beast feed." 


Mordred was provoked by Lim, appeared from the forest again, and raised 
his right palm to Lim. 


Tigre shot an arrow based on his instinct, and while Mordred's right hand 
flashed, there was a sound of something exploding. 


The light from the man's right hand distorted and diverged intricately, and 
now Tigre could clearly see the light that hit him and Galahad. 


But maybe it was just an illusion, because at the same time the thunder light 
was emitted, Tigre's arrow exploded, and his vision was still shrouded in 
dazzling light. He saw Lim and Guinevere set up barriers before the 
explosion. 


Before seeing the result, Tigre fired two arrows. The arrow shot at 
Mordred's lightning, which caused another explosion. Tigre jumped aside 
immediately after shooting the arrow, and a few moments later, the thunder 
and lightning rushed past Tigre's original location. 








The smoke caused by the eruption dissipated and saw the figure of the man. 
His shirt was in a ragged condition, his light black skin was exposed, and 
his expression was angry and vicious. He glared at Tigre ferociously. 


"Bows and arrows are really annoying and irritating." 
"What do you mean by this?" 
"T won't tell you, die!" 


Tigre had planned to buy more time and get some information by the way, 
but it seemed meaningless. Mordred's right hand glowed again. 


Tigre also raised a bow and shot arrows, but this time he shot two arrows at 
the same time. One of the arrows was filled with the power of a black bow, 
and the other was shot normally. He wasn't sure if he could do it, but the 
result of hurriedly jumping over the wall and playing temporarily seemed to 
be a success. 


The first arrow collided with the lightning strike and exploded, causing the 
second arrow to float upward slightly and hit Mordred in the chest. 


Mordred's eyes widened, staring at the arrow stabbing in his chest, he 
couldn't believe it. 


"Impossible! I am the son of Merlin the spirit!" 
"Whoever it is, I will return to the dust one day." 
Kate came to Tigre's feet without knowing it, and whispered. 


"Although he was born between the heavens and the earth, he has no 
consciousness of being a life-threatening thing, and has deviated from the 


love of the planet. At least like your mother, let you be destroyed under the 
embrace of the earth." 


T 


"Absurd! I, I only It won't be in such a place...! Damn it! Never forgive 
you!" 


Mordred roared in anger. 

"Minion, don't relax." 

"What do you mean?" 

Before Kate could answer, Mordred glowed black and red... 


The leaves around him were restless, and Tigre felt a ringing in his ears. In 
the next instant, Mordred's whole body ignited and blew up, and Tigre's 
body was blown away high from the impact. 


After flying into the air, he looked down at his friends. Guinevere was 
raising her scepter and opening a wider barrier to protect Galahad and 
Lim. He felt a little relieved, and then began to think about what he should 
do. 


"Minion, hello, minion." 

At this time, he noticed that kitten Kate was clutching the corners of his 
clothes. He waved his feet in a panic, a pair of green eyes intersected with 
Tigre's eyes, and meowed constantly. 

"Think of a way. If you fall like this, the end will be terrible." 

"T know." 

Tigre flew to the top of the parabola, higher than the trees in the forest. It's 


right, falling from such a high place, unless a miracle happens, it will be 
possible to survive. 


Tigre drew an arrow from the quiver, twisted his body to point the black 
bow downward, and when he began to fall, he concentrated the power of 
the black bow to shoot the arrow. Fortunately, this elusive green hair ring 
was willing to help him this time, and the arrow hit the ground and 
exploded. 


Tigre continued to fall, and the dust raised by the blast fell on him. The cat's 
body seemed to be poked by a small stone, and at the same time Kate's 
pitiful wailing sound was heard, the blast wind also slowed down the force 
of falling. 


But the force of the fall still seemed very strong, and the impact was not 
enough to offset it, but Tigre didn't have enough time to shoot another 
arrow. So he tensed his body, ready to withstand the violent impact. A little 
bit of strength has been offset to some extent, and it should not be killed if 
you fall, but you may have to be mentally prepared for a broken foot. 


"Give back your favor." 
Galahad's voice came from below. 


A strong wind blew up from the ground, pushing Tigre's body up. He felt 
his body floating in the air, and he soon realized that it was the sword 
pressure issued by Galahad. In the end, Tigre fell on the ground with his 
feet down, and the impact made him feel a little numb, but that was all. 


"Sir Galahad, you saved me." 
"You also saved me." 


The two shook hands with each other. Galahad's hands were big, strong, and 
powerful. 


Looking up, there was a strong tornado blowing around Mordred's location, 
and there were countless purple electric lights shining continuously around 
the tornado. 


"What the hell is that?" 


"His power as a spirit is out of control." 


Kate went down to the ground and sat down on the ground, as he wiped his 
face with his front foot. 


"That's a child born between a spirit and a minion. After your body as a 
minion was crushed by you, the stuff in the shell overflowed. It was just a 
wreck, a wreck of a disaster." 


"It means I must Kill him completely and let him die?” 


"Don’t be foolish! As a slave, delusion is an arrogant idea. Go is the best 
way. You can ignore it, and it will disappear in a few days. Top More than 
just letting one or two mountains go out of smoke.” 


Tigre shook his head and said, 


“That’s not good. On the way here, I found several settlements nearby, and 
dozens of people live in the nearby mountains.” 


Tigre raised his black bow and pointed it at the expanding 
tornado. Guinevere and Lim ran over. Galahad looked at him, his eyes 
seemed to be asking, "What are you going to do?" 


"I want to stop him. You go first, as far away as possible. I saw it ina 
dream, you have an oath or something. You have helped me enough." 


"Not enough." 


Galahad put his hand on Tigre's shoulder, and then something seemed to 
flow into his body. Tigre discovered that he was passing the power of the 
black and red weapons to the black bow, and this way of assistance seemed 
not restricted by the oath. 


"His Royal Highness, let's come too." 


Lim and Guinevere nodded to each other, and stood behind Tigre 
together. Tigre felt two palms pressed against his back, and more power was 
injected into his body. 


Tigre tightened the string of the black bow to its limit, and then shot the 
arrow. The arrow flew out with the loud noise, turned into a beam of light 
and shot towards the tornado. 


The explosion that Tigre expected did not happen. Instead, the tornado 
swelled even more, and lightning hit the trees around the temple. The trees 
were scorched by the lightning, broke in half, fell, and burst into flames. 


The thunder and lightning also struck Tigre and others. Guinevere hurriedly 
used a short rod to open the barrier to fend off the thunder and lightning, but 
Guinevere could not help kneeling to the ground, groaning in her mouth. 


"Your Royal Highness!" 

Lim helped Guinevere. 

"I don't care, but my hands are a little numb. I didn't expect that I would not 
be able to completely resist it with my divine tool...Speaking of which, the 


blow just now seemed to be ineffective." 


"It was something similar to the original power, but it was a natural disaster. 


W 


Kate's feet turned around and facing it was only Tigre and Galahad. 
"Tigre, we should stay away a little bit." 
Lim said so, and Tigre nodded in agreement. 


Kate ran up to Tigre's body, hooking his front paws on his shoulders. A 
group of people stayed away from the expanding tornado and looked back 
from time to time to confirm. 


T 


A group of people watched the expanding tornado from a 
distance. Tornadoes also burst out thunder and lightning from time to time, 
igniting the surrounding trees, causing fires and thick black smoke. 


Soon after, the sky over the mountain was covered with dark clouds and it 
started to rain. Although the violent rain prevented the fire from spreading, 
the tornado did not appear to weaken at all, but it grew stronger. 


During this time, a group of people treated Galahad's wounds. The Knights 
of the Round Table took off the cuff of his right hand and let Tigre bandage 
himself peacefully. 


"Unexpectedly, the strength of the bow plus my strength can't handle it," 


Galahad said in a low voice. His statement sounded as if he knew Tigre’s 
black bow. 


"You met the owner of this bow three hundred years ago, so you know how 
to transfer your power to the black bow." 


Tigre saw the opportunity and asked about the black bow. Who is the 
character named the Lord of Marksmen who appeared in the legend of the 
Knights of the Round Table? It is rare that the person concerned is right in 
front of him, and he wants to ask clearly anyway. 


"He is my good friend and a great man. I don't know anything about him, 
but I have heard him say that he is from the mainland and travels as he 
pleases. He said that even if one day he will be swallowed by power; I also 
want to enjoy freedom to the fullest before then.” 


It seems that when he mentioned the original owner of the black bow, the 
taciturn Galahad couldn't help but talk more. He spoke fluently, and his 
expression seemed to miss the past. 


"Engulfed by power? What do you mean?" 


Galahad shook his head; it seems that he did not delve into the matter with 
the other party. According to the legend Guinevere said, the time he spent 
with the owner of the black bow seemed to be only about a month at most. 


"Is it the same person as the one who claims to be the Lord of Marksman?" 


"They’re Different people." 


To the question that Tigre wanted to confirm the most, Galahad answered 
decisively. 


"I don't know anything about him, but His Majesty seems to respect him 
very much." 


"A person who even the ancestor Artorius respects..." 

This can be said to be quite important information. Tigre even felt that 
perhaps the biggest enemy for them was not Artorius, but the Lord of 
Marksmen. 

However, we must first try to settle the immediate crisis. 

"Can you help us knock down that guy together?" 

Tigre asked for a while, and Galahad shook his head, as if it had 
something to do with the oath. In fact, Tigre also understood that he was 
just asking with the mentality of being a dead horse doctor. 

"Enough. I thank you for your kindness." 

Galahad nodded slightly. 

"T used you, and I apologize for that." 

"Using...?" 

Galahad said nothing, it seemed that he could not speak any more. 


—I Apologize. Things that can't be said. It is related to the oath. 


From the conversation just now, he already knew that the source of the vow 
was the spirit named Merlin. Then the words that can't be said are... 


Thinking of this, Tigre suddenly realized. 


"Do you plan to use us to exclude Mordred?" 


Galahad still did not speak, nor nodded or shook his head. But such a silent 
attitude can be said to be the greatest proof and affirmed Tigre's conjecture. 


Under the constraints of the oath, he could not take direct action, but he still 
wanted to achieve his goal. For this, he risked his life and tried to get rid of 
that guy anyway. Although I don't know the reason behind it, Galahad has 

told them so much information, I am afraid it is for a very important matter. 


"It's okay. As an enemy, I think you are trustworthy." 


Galahad listened, the serious expression on his face turned away, and he 
raised his mouth with an awkward smile. 


"Let me talk to this man alone." 

He said to Guinevere, then glanced at the kitten. 

So Tigre became aware of his true intentions. 

"Sorry, let me talk to him first." 

"Since your Excellency Tigrevurmud said so...but please be careful." 
Tigre told Guinevere and Lim to get going. 


After waiting for them to be out of sight, Galahad knelt down in front of 
Kate. 


"The first time I saw you, I am the Knight of the Round Table, Galahad. My 
mistakes caused you trouble, please forgive me." 


"It's okay, forgive you. After all, that thing is unique in life. This is not just 
a problem of your minions, we are also responsible. " 


Thank you for your understanding." 


A pair of green eyes of the kitten stared at Galahad, and his front feet 
swung forward slightly. 


The front paws reflected the brilliance under the shining of the sun. 
Following the trajectory of the paws, a rainbow of light was left. Upon 
closer inspection, there were particles floating around that seemed to emit 
dim light. 


Luminous particles envelop Galahad's body and continue to dance like a 
blessing. Seeing this dreamlike scene, Tigre couldn't help but feel a little 
dizzy. Is the scene in front of him a reality or a dream? The more he thought 
about it, the more he didn't understand. 


"This is the will of my lord- you must leave here and do what you should 
do." 


"But..." 


"The lord said that he would find a friend, the noble person whom your 
former ally respected as a parent. Now What is needed is leapfrogging and 
advocacy cooperation. If you are there, it will make the situation 
unpleasant." 


"T see." 


Galahad lowered his head. Tigre didn't understand what they were talking 
about, only knowing that something would happen next, after which the 
luminous particles gradually dissipated in the air. 


"Go W 
"Yes." 


Galahad got up, he nodded to Tigre, then turned around, and the knights of 
the round table ran down the mountain without looking back. 


Tigre watched him leave silently. Maybe he didn't plan to fight Tigre and 
others anymore, but the battle between the Guinevere faction and the 
Artorius faction will continue, and it might still be possible in the future. 
Will meet in a hostile position. At that time, I still have to face each other 
with swords. 


"Kate, your master knows what happened this time." 


"Of course. Minion, don't forget how you came to this island, the master 
told you." 


-That’s true. 


Tigre and Lim grabbed the flying dragon-maybe they came to this island by 
the flying dragon. It is said that during the flight, the flying dragon began to 
receive some kind of inducement, and the inducer was the owner of this 
kitten-that is, the spirit Morgana. 


It was Morgana himself who had told Tigre about this, and Morgana was 
able to sense the existence of Tigre and others who were ten days away 
from the boat. Perhaps the power of the spirits was so far-reaching. Of 
course, Tigre doesn’t think that all spirits are like this... 


"Who is the friend?" 
"The existence you already know; the minions call it the Lady of the lake." 


Tigre suddenly realized that he nodded, just inhabiting. In the lake of 
illusion, given the existence of Lim's Carnwenhan Swords, Tigre 
remembered that Morgana called her a friend. 


"Will the spirits take the initiative to help us?" 


"Minions, don't think wrong. That is already a natural disaster, and should 
not be dealt with by the minions, but we should correct the mistakes. That is 
something that is not allowed to spread to the world, and it should be 
reasonable. It's right to say that it's only for us to settle things. Minion, even 
so, are you Still willing to help us?" 


It's a circumstance. Tigre couldn't help but smile wryly. 
"Understood, I can help. What should I do?" 


"The master said that they will try their best to suppress the power of the 
spirits and need humans to do what humans should do." 


In other words, ask him to be like normal fighting. The spirits will adjust 
the situation for him to be able to fight. 


At this time the tornado has swallowed a corner of the mountain, and is now 
gnawing at the top of the mountain. The wind of the tornado is still strong, 
and there is no sign of abating at all. If you ignore it, I don't know if it will 
continue to expand indefinitely. It is indeed not an exaggeration to say that 
it is a natural disaster. 


This phenomenon is the result of the fall of a man named Mordred, but who 
would believe it? 


—Will Percival become like that in the end if he ignores it when he is 
swallowed by black and red weapons? Shouldn't Galahad be told about this 
just now? 


Everyone is gone, it’s too late to think of it now, let's talk about it if we have 
a chance to meet next time. 


After discussing with Kate, Tigre goes to Guinevere and Lim. 


Both of them were very trustworthy, waiting with their backs to Tigre's 
direction. Hearing that Galahad had already left, Guinevere showed a 
regretful expression on her face. 


"T have a lot to ask him. I want to know which of the many legends are true, 
and which are the creations of later generations." 


Obviously, he came to a duel. It's really for the princess that the princess 
has leisurely thoughts about these things. Tigre couldn't help laughing. But 
perhaps facing a duel with such a state of mind, it is more able to persist 
until the end. 


Although he knew that Tigre was laughing at herself, Guinevere didn't care. 


"Because among the legends of the Knights of the Round Table circulating 
in Asvarre, there are many stories between Sir Galahad and the existence of 
beyond-known existence. Some legends say that the spirits like him very 


much, and there are stories about him being affirmed by the king of cats. 
Many of them are anecdotes that make children feel excited.” 


Some of them should be true-thinking of the way Galahad talked to Kate 
just now, Tigre muttered in his heart. 


—FPerhaps it's almost time to explain Kate to Lim and Guinevere... But this 
has to be discussed with Kate first. 


Think about it slowly later. The most important thing now is that we have 
the help of the wizard. 


But according to Kate, it should be the humans such as Tigre who are 
assisting the spirits... Anyway, now humans will work together with the 
inhumans to fight the terrible threat. 


"I thought of a battle plan with Galahad." 
Tigre told the two of them. 


T 


Tigre explained to the two that Galahad did not simply leave the scene. He 
would intercede with the inhumans who inhabited here on the way, asking 
the spirits for help. 


Galahad believes that Mordred was born of spirits and humans, so his loss 
of control is an abnormal situation sufficient for spirits to intervene in 
human affairs. Without the involvement of the spirits, the matter could not 
be settled-the reason why such a story was fabricated was Kate's request. It 
believed that instead of telling the two about it honestly, it would be better 
to convince them with such a fake story. 


"Minions only believe in what they want to believe." 
The Cat King said in a sage-like tone. 


Suddenly, Lim glared at Tigre fiercely. Maybe she could see through that 
Tigre was lying, or it could be because the fake story was too 


unbelievable. But instead of reprimanding Tigre, she closed her lips tightly, 
seeming to be patient. She quietly moved her face over- 


"T see. Let’s just take it as it is." 
She whispered to Tigre, and a cold sweat broke out on his neck. 


"Then, Lord Tigrevurmud, what shall we do?" Guinevere asked, clutching 
her short staff. 


"Like just now, when I shoot an arrow with the black bow, pass the power 
to me. Lim also asked me to do this." 


"But, Tigre, not only us, but also the power of Galahad just now. Can't 
tornadoes, can't they?" 


Lim said of her worries. "It's not wrong," Tigre agreed. 


"If this continues, the tornado will consume everything, including 
mountains, forests, people, and everything on this island. So we have to 
separate the tornado from the mountain." 


"Separate...?" 


Lim and Guinevere showed their faces. Puzzled expression. Tigre went on 
to explain to them in detail. 


After a while, Tigre and others came to a relatively high hill with a better 
view. There is no movement of animals, insects and birds here either. 


Looking up from here, you can see the full picture of the entire tornado. 
The vegetation around the mountains was bald, but the huge tornado was 
still very violent. The vision formed by Mordred engulfed the top of the 
mountain, and then expanded even more. At the bottom of the tornado, 
there were countless flashes of thunder, wherever the thunder and lightning 
swept through, all the trees that had not been blown down were on fire, and 
thick black smoke rose. The rising black smoke mixed with the black 
clouds above the top of the mountain, and it rained violently. 


At the same time, tornadoes continue to involve everything around them. 


A large amount of vegetation was swallowed by huge tornadoes one after 
another. Had it not been for Kate to call for refuge in advance, the insects, 
birds, and beasts that originally inhabited this place would have suffered 
long ago. The tornado is like a big snake that wraps around the entire 
mountain. 


This is a scene like the end of the world, and it's hard to breathe just by 
looking at it. 


"Such a fierce thing, it has retained the appearance of a human being not 
long ago. If I hadn't witnessed it with my own eyes, no one would have 
believed it," 


Guinevere murmured to herself. 


"Even in the legend of the Knights of the Round Table, there is no story of 
dealing with such a terrible opponent. Although it may be that I don't know 
much... But this is almost like the gods..." 


Halfway through, she swallowed her words. go back. As if afraid to say this 
hypothesis will come true. 


Guinevere looked a little panicked, and she began to pray to the ancestor 
Artorius and the Knights of the Round Table. However, the Knights of the 
Round Table cannot actually fight Mordred, and can only unilaterally allow 
them to bully, so this prayer may seem funny in the eyes of others. But this 
also means that she is completely in no mood to think so much now. 


This is no wonder. Tigre himself is the same, if the opponent is a dragon, he 
can fight with fighting spirit. But this thing in front of him is not even a 
creature, in fact, even the power of the black bow can't help it. 


—Even so, I can't escape. 


The King of Cats believes that the tornado will not stop naturally. After 
swallowing one mountain, it will swallow the next one and spread to the 


plains. It is impossible to predict how far it will expand. 


At that time, the damage caused to humans will not only be one or two 
small settlements, but it will be immeasurable. Kate said that it might put 
the entire island in danger. 


Although it is impossible to deny that Kate's words may be somewhat 
frightening, if it is possible, and if it can be dealt with the help of the spirits, 
then it is necessary to solve the tornado at this stage. 


To this end, we must first deprive the tornado of the elements that inflate 
and prevent it from growing endlessly. 


Kate's request may seem difficult at first glance, but it is indeed possible for 
Tigre and others to do it now. 


"It's getting started." 


Tigre signaled to the other two, and then took out the arrow and put it on 
the black bow. Guinevere and Lim put their hands on his shoulders, and 
they could feel the power of the artifact coming from them. The black bow 
absorbed the power of the two divine tools, and the arrow began to glow 
white. 


Tigre prayed to the gods of Brune. Although he didn't know whether the 
gods would bless to such a remote place, he felt that the words of prayer 
would give him strength. 


The green hair ring worn on the little finger of his left hand began to glow, 
and another force poured into the black bow. Tigre pulled the bowstring to 
its full capacity, and the string made a tight sound. 


"Minion, now!" 


Upon hearing Kate's command, Tigre shot an arrow. The arrow pierced the 
air, blew a whirlwind, and flew away in a thick light trail. The arrow hit the 
ground a little lower than the position of the tornado, hitting the part where 
the reddish-brown soil was turned up. 


After a beat, there was a dazzling glare, and then there was a big explosion. 


Tigre and others immediately looked for cover and rushed to the back of the 
big rock from the hill. After a while, the strong wind caused by the 
explosion swept over the hill with loud noises, and the weeds on the ground 
were uprooted and blown away. If the three of them continue to stay there, 
the consequences will now be disastrous. 


The atmosphere kept humming and roaring, creating the illusion that the 
ground was shaking. 


Soon after, the explosion wind ceased, and the dust it raised gradually 
dispersed. Only then did Tigre and others poked their heads from behind the 
big rock to check the situation. 


They saw a comer of the mountain being dug up, and the vicinity of the top 
of the mountain gradually collapsed. Kate said that blasting the mountain 
over there would not harm the settlement, so Tigre dared to shoot like this, 
but now he is not sure where the subsequent landslide will affect. 


Even so, this move has indeed paid off. 


It is meaningful to remove the foothold of the giant tornado, even if it is 
such a vision, it is something supported by the earth. Therefore, it is not 
necessary to directly destroy the tornado itself, but to destroy the ground 
under its feet. This is something that Tigre's black bow can do. 


"The mountain is going to collapse," 
Lim muttered blankly. 


As she said, one side of the mountain began to collapse, and the tornado 
wrapped around it also flowed away like a stream of earth and rocks. 


Even if the vision incarnate by Mordred can be called a natural disaster, it 
will fall down after losing its footing, unable to maintain its shape. The 
tornado itself began to twist and the wind weakened. The dark clouds 
gradually dissipated, and the shaded sun appeared again. 


At this moment, the spirits began to intervene. 
The singing fell from the sky. 


That is an extremely high-pitched voice that human voices cannot 

make. There are two kinds of singing, which harmonize with each other and 
shake the atmosphere. A ray of light shoots down from the sun, the light 
splits into two, and then forms two spirals around the tornado. 


The fantasy situation continues to be staged in front of my eyes. 
The tornado shook, as if resisting. 


The voice resounded like a low growl, and the singing became louder. The 
two high-pitched songs gradually covered the low growl of the tornado. 


Gradually, the wind of the tornado became weaker and weaker, and the 
purple thunder and lightning emitted less and less. 


At the same time, the top of the mountain continued to collapse and was out 
of control. The earth and rocks continued to fall, and the tornado itself 
became more distorted and skewed. At this time, the spiral light emitted a 
seven-color brilliance, completely covering the tornado, making Tigre and 
others invisible. The light became stronger again, covering the top of the 
mountain. 


"The plants are actually..." 
Guinevere said. 


Unknowingly, even the weeds that had been uprooted on the hill where 
Tigre and others were located had regrown. First sprouts sprout from the 
ground, and then grow up quickly. 


There were also red and white flowers, which originally only bloomed in 
spring. 


Upon closer inspection, the surrounding trees also grew bright green 
leaves. The vines spread around and become more luxuriant, and the 


blooming flowers swell and produce rich fruits. 


"This...is this the power of the spirits? Is this really reality? Such a scene is 
like the spirit land described in the legend." 


Guinevere murmured to herself with a trembling tone, no wonder, Even 
Tigre was stunned, and he didn't expect to see such an amazing sight. If 
Mordred's loss of control caused the natural disaster vision, then the power 
used by the spirits to subdue him is also a vision. 


Their spirits really exist at a completely different level from humans. Seeing 
such a situation in front of me, I have to recognize this fact. 


—Does the existence named Merlin also possess such power? 


Tigre thought of Mordred's father and the spirits who helped Artorius and 
others to resurrect, and that existence might become the enemy of Tigre and 
others. 


It was completely impossible for these to have anything to do with human 
beings like Tigre, because they were outside the truth. Tigre only noticed 
this now. 


Finally, the singing ceased and the light dissipated. 
The tornado also disappeared. 


Where the center of the tornado was originally located, there is now a 
person standing, that is Mordred, who has returned to his adult form. The 
clothes all over his body were torn and torn, but his eyes were still full of 
resentment, like a blazing fire, staring straight at Tigre who was five 
hundred Alshins (about five hundred meters) away. 


"Hateful Lord of Marksman!" 


Mordred roared. The ground under his feet began to collapse, and his body 
fell along with it, and at the same time a purple light was emitted from his 
whole body. 


The brown-skinned man flew up into the air and rushed towards 
Tigre. Purple electric light overflowed from his palm. 


"Kill you! Only you I must kill!" 
"Don't think about it!" 


Guinevere stood in front of Tigre, using a short rod to set a barrier in front, 
blocking the electric shock launched by Mordred. 


The solid barrier seemed to have been broken a little, and Guinevere 
screamed, fell to her knees on one foot, and the short stick in her hand fell 
to the ground. 


"His Royal Highness!" 
Lim ran to Guinevere. 


Tigre put the arrow on the black bow, and the ring on the little finger of his 
left hand glowed again, converging his power on the black bow. When 
Mordred came to a distance of three hundred Alshins (about three hundred 
meters), Tigre shot an arrow. 


The arrow pointed directly at Mordred's left arm and exploded immediately 
after hitting it. But as the son of the spirits, he still didn't stop moving 
forward after hitting an arrow from the black bow. Even if the left arm was 
blown off and his shoulder was charred into black charcoal, he didn't seem 
to care at all. 


"Go to hell!" 


Mordred shot numerous lightning strikes all over his body. Lim stepped 
forward and swung her red dagger three times quickly. The three 
overlapping barriers blocked the lightning strike, and also blocked the 
rushing Mordred. 


"Small bugs can't stop me!" 


Mordred emitted a dazzling light, bombarding the barrier to pieces. And he 
himself seemed to have paid the price, and the green part of his hair 
gradually turned white. At this moment, Tigre thought of the good spirit 
who called herself Morgana, and her hair was also green. According to Lim, 
the Lady of the lake also has green hair. 


—Could it be that Mordred gradually lost his power as a son of the 
spirits? 


Tigre planned to make another blow, and after putting the arrow on the bow 
and tightening the bowstring, he stopped. 


Because Lim was holding two swords in front of Mordred, her back seemed 
to be saying, "Give it to me." 


She had already mastered some tricks in a series of battles before, playing 
the red dagger. New ability, but the ability of the sword bestowed by the 
lake spirit is definitely more than that. 


"Smelly girl!" 


A dazzling white lightsaber emerged from Mordred's right hand, and the 
blade was shining with purple electric light. Mordred sent a slash at Lim in 
the air ten steps away, and the white light blade suddenly stretched out to 
slash towards Lim. 


Lim was completely unmoved. She raised the red dagger in her left hand 
and waved it. The red light from the blade collided with Mordred's white 
light and bounced away from each other. Lim then raised the blue dagger in 
his right hand and stab it forward. The tip of the sword pierced Mordred's 
chest with a blue light and penetrated through his back. All of a sudden, 
blood splattered, Mordred vomited blood violently, and his whole body was 
shaking. 


"Tigre!" 


As soon as he heard Lim's command, Tigre shot the arrow out. Mordred 
was unprepared, his forehead was shot through and exploded. The man's 


brown-skinned body exploded with the flash. 


After the flash disappeared, there was nothing left. 


Epilogue 


A man was in another location, in a narrow space that was far and near 
from the battle scene, and he watched all of this process. 


He watched his son be destroyed and disappear. 
He clapped his hands happily. 


"Interesting, so interesting. The contemporary bow. It's so wonderful. It's 
not worth it. I forced Artorius to take the shot. I didn't expect my son to be 
able to use it like this. But the mixed blood is really useless." 


The man looked like a young boy, and he laughed sharply. He squinted his 
blue eyes and raised the corners of his mouth wickedly. 


"It seems that things have become more interesting than expected. My 
knights, my slaves, dance for me. Give me a good thought about the 
meaning of your resurrection and rebirth, and then you will do your best to 
turn the earth on the ground. For hell-to liberate me!" 


The man kept laughing, waiting alone in the prison-like world. 
T 


Bors and Galahad were on the ship heading to the mainland, and the sea 
breeze was blowing on their cheeks. 


"Farewell to the humid air of Asvarre Island again. Will we have a chance 
to come back in the future?" 


Bors muttered, and Galahad answered. 


"Your Majesty will definitely want us back." 

Seeing Galahad rarely chatting with him, Bors whistled. 

"You are in a good mood." 

Galahad widened his eyes in confusion and tilted his head slightly. 
"It's funny for a big guy like you to do this kind of action." 


Bors teased him like that. Galahad shrugged and refused to respond to his 
partner's teasing. 


"I don't know what you're happy about. No, that man named Mordred is 
dead. It is indeed a happy thing for us. It's so happy, and it's a blessing for 
you to frame him so cleverly." 


"That Guy." 

Galahad carefully chose words and spoke slowly. 
"It's your majesty's enemy." 

"You are really scheming." 

Galahad shook his head. 

"I just believe in the Lord of Marksmen." 


"You are not referring to the weird and weird guy, but the man I met three 
hundred years ago. The contemporary bow - that is, the one named 
Tigrevurmud Vorn should be a different person from him?" 


Galahad nodded in affirmation. 
"T think he is trustworthy." 


"Why?" Bors asked, but Galahad didn't answer, just staring at Asvarre 
Island, which was gradually going away. Bors took out something wrapped 


in silk cloth from his pocket, which looked like a gem as big as a fist. The 
gems bloom with iridescent brilliance, beautiful enough to confuse 
everyone. 


"It doesn't matter; the things you need are already available anyway." 


Galahad glared at him, so he smiled bitterly and wrapped the rainbow- 
colored gems in cloth again, and took them back into his pocket. 


"You want to avoid people's eyes and ears for this thing, of course I 
understand. After all, I got something from a spirit friend." 


Galahad nodded cautiously. 
"Well, now we have done everything we should do on Asvarre Island." 
Bors turned back. 


Sailing here, he can already see the land of the mainland. For them, the real 
battle is about to begin. 


Those who are fighting for power on Asvarre Island can be handled by His 
Majesty. For them, there is no need to care, and it doesn't matter how those 
guys fight. For them, there is nothing important on Asvarre Island. 


"Percival, the man who killed you is an amazing guy." 
They had no regrets anymore. 


T 


In an inn at a certain station, Tigre explained to Lim about the King of Cats, 
telling them all without concealing them. 


On the way back, the two separated from Guinevere, intending to speed up 
to catch up with the advancing Guinevere. Guinevere will then slowly 
advance with the guards, and finally rendezvous with the army. After all, 
the princess is a golden branch and jade leaf, unable to bear the toil of 
riding a horse at the speed of a forced march. 


"You mean this kitten can talk?" 


In the room on the second floor of the hotel, Lim sat on the bed, stroking 
the kitten lying on her lap. Kitten Kate didn't resist and said, "Very good, 
minion, keep touching", but Lim didn't seem to hear what it said. 


"It's unbelievable." 
"No, I believe you. Since you said it, I will believe it." 


Lim stroked Kate's throat intently, and the kitten wiggled its legs and made 
a purring sound, looking very comfortable. 


"But I can't hear what the kid said, so I'm a bit unwilling." 


"It is said that almost all humans can't hear it. Apart from me, only the 
Knights of the Round Table can hear it. Galahad seems to have seen the 
king of cats before.." 


"The previous one... The previous king and that person are old 
acquaintances. It seems that the fantasies of the minions may come in 
handy." 


It probably refers to Asvarre. The legend of the founding of the 
country. You can't let Guinevere hear this. 


"What should I do to be affirmed by the king of cats?" 
"T don't know." 
"The king only affirms the king." 


Does it mean that you just need to be the king? But Tigre is not the king, on 
the contrary, Guinevere's position is much closer to the king than Tigre, and 
it seems that the King of Cats does not intend to talk to her at all. 


Lim has been teasing the kitten. Although her face is always expressionless, 
her mouth now has a smile and her cheeks seem to be flushed. The King of 
Cats kept letting out a relaxing cry and said: "Very good, slave, please 


continue to please my King of Cats. Ah, yes, that's right there." His tone 
was still unbelievable. 


"Tigre, are you destined to be so loved by inhumans?" 


"T don't know. But I did meet Morgana, the King of Cats, and the Knights of 
the Round Table before I knew it...However, didn't Lim also met the Lady 
of the lake and got those swords?" 


"That should be just a coincidence. I happened to be in a state of dying in 
that place. For the spirits, I just happened to be a candidate. " 


“T think it's the same for myself, it should be considered a secret 
arrangement." 


This wonderful arrangement seems to have caused Tigre and Lim to sink 
deeper and deeper, and even allowed them to witness something that 
humans shouldn't see, a certain existence hiding on this island. What will 
happen to the two in the future? 


"But it's impossible to get to this point with the secret arrangement alone. 
The reason why you can exert the new abilities of the pair of swords is also 
because of your own strength." 


In the battle with Mordred, Lim took the Carnwenhan Swords even 

further. After observing Galahad's fighting style, she realized that she might 
be able to do the same thing. Afterwards, she said that she was full of her 
mind at that time just wanting to live, thinking that she would never die in 
this kind of place, and desperately trying to get out of trouble. 


"I must go back to Alsace," 
Tigre murmured to himself. 
"T must not forget this thought." 


He said as if exhorting himself, and clenched his fists. 


"Well, it's the same with me. I have to go back to Leitmeritz, back to Elen's 
side." 


Lim teased the kitten and nodded to Tigre. 

"For this... the next battle must be won, and must be won." 

The next morning, the knights rushed to the hotel where Tigre was staying. 
The messenger brought bad news, and the Guinevere Army was defeated. 


T 


This young man is the third son of the baron's family. This is his first time 
on the battlefield. His adoptive father of the Marquis joined the Guinevere 
faction later. In order to save his reputation, he was very positive about the 
battle. Therefore, he took the initiative to take the lead this time, and the 
young people will follow suit. 


In the original plan, the 3000-strength starting unit should go south at a 
slow speed, but the Marquis became greedy and wanted to grab some credit 
before the dragon-slaying warrior returned to the team, so that he could take 
credit. So he led his troops to the town under the Fake Artorius at a forced 
march, and launched an attack. 


The town ignored persuasion to surrender and persisted in resisting to the 
end. After a whole day of offense and defense, the town finally fell. This 
small town is located in the very center of Asvarre and is not large in scale. 
At most, it has an outer wall to resist thieves. The army of thousands of 
troops is serious, and such a small town is not an opponent at all. 


Although Guinevere ordered a ban on plundering, the Marquis ignored the 
ban and allowed the soldiers to plunder within three days. Because the 
damage suffered by the army during the battle was greater than expected, 
the Marquis worried that morale would be lowered, so the young people 
indulged in the enthusiasm and indulgence of the battlefield, and followed 
the knights and militiamen into the destroyed town through the north gate. 
In the town. 


As soon as the soldiers who broke in first spotted the exhausted 
townspeople, they immediately stepped forward and attacked like 

wolves. The predation is the first to win, and the young people are running 
desperately. 


They assaulted the young woman, cut off the child's head, pulled out the 
silver dentures from the old man's body, cut off the pregnant woman's 
fingers, and robbed her of her accessories. A fellow young man in the army 
had gone to the mainland to fight against Sachenstein. He told the young 
man that it was common sense and a natural behavior on the battlefield, so 
the young man faithfully obeyed his colleagues’ guidance and talked to 
other townspeople together. 


Once the desire was liberated, it could no longer be restrained. The 
bloodthirsty feast lasted for two nights, and finally the townspeople's cries 
could not be heard. When the young man returned to his senses, roars and 
wailing sounds were all around him. 


"It's the attack of the fake Artorius!" 


He couldn't believe his ears. The Fake Artorius army should be several days 
away from here, so the Marquis dared to order the plundering lightly. They 
thought the enemy had abandoned the town long ago. 


-But if this is the case, why is our army under attack now? Where did these 
enemy troops emerge from? No, forget it, the most important thing now is to 
try to survive. 


The young woman in the young man's arms was limp and motionless. He 
threw her aside, grabbed a sword and ran north. 


He was caught out of the gate of the town and the enemy cavalry 
surrounded his surroundings. The soldiers around the young man were 
either pierced through their chests by guns or smashed into their heads by 
an axe, and fell to the ground one by one. Even so, the young man still 
fought desperately and broke the siege. 


The young man's own swordsmanship is quite outstanding, and the 
swordsman master also praised him for his talent, saying that as long as he 
continues to practice and grow, one day he can become famous with 
swordsmanship. As the third son of the baron's family, apart from that, there 
is no other chance to stand out. If he hadn't participated in this battle, the 
young man would still be undergoing strict swordsmanship training. One 
day, maybe one day in the future, he will truly be able to achieve fame and 
fame by swordsmanship. 


"I can't let you go." 


A swordsman blocked the young man's path. The opponent wore two 
daggers around his waist. It was a black-haired woman. The young man 
sneered and killed the female swordsman. At this time, he suddenly 
remembered - 


- in the last battle, there seemed to be a woman who claimed to be a knight 
of the round table... 


That was the last thing his head thought about. 


The woman took an ordinary sword from the entourage beside her and 
waved a flash of light. The young man was in a different place on the spot. 


T 


Duke David, the prime minister of Artorius, ordered a ban on pursuing the 
enemy, and then returned to the heavily damaged town. 


Although Guinevere’s advance team had three thousand troops, and the 
Artorius army against it had less than one thousand men, all of them were 
cavalry. Because the cavalry was sent forward first, he was able to rush to 
the town at the speed of the forcible march, which was beyond the enemy's 
expectation. 


The reason for winning is quite simple. Taking advantage of the Runners-up 
Guinevere, who came from the north to south expedition, occupied the town 
and devastated it to the utmost, Duke David seized the opportunity to let the 


army detour north, block the enemy’s retreat and let the cavalry enter 
through the north gate. 


Duke David's army knows the topography of the town well, most of the spy 
organizations sent in advance are still alive, and the townspeople are quite 
indignant at the brutal and innocent Guinevere Army. 


The soldiers of the Guinevere army were divided into many small groups in 
the town and eliminated one by one. Even if some soldiers of the Guinevere 
army escaped to the south gate, it would be difficult to return. 


"It's really clever, it seems I can't use it at all." 

A black-haired young woman was standing at the gate of the town, waiting 
for the Duke. She was holding an ordinary sword in her hand, and it was 
dripping with blood. It was Alexandra, the knight of the round table, and 


those close to her called her Sasha. 


"The current situation is not optimistic. The reason why we were able to 
win this time was because the Guinevere Army lost discipline and became 
uncomfortable. Not to mention Tigrevurmud, who was very active in the 
last battle, as the Duke’s troops are not there. Such an army can only be said 
to be black tea with no goat's milk." 


"You can't say this in front of the Olmutz Vanadis, you will lose your head 
on the spot." 


"I don't plan to get close to the current Vanadis of olmutz." 


Duke David said so, his brows were deeply locked as usual. The Knights of 
the Round Table shrugged at him. 


"I can't always tell whether you're joking or really." 
"You can treat it as you like, Master Alexandra." 


"Forget it, it's okay. Anyway, let's fight for it now." 


“In precious time, it’s enough to wait for an army from the mainland to 
come. It’s all my fault that I was defeated at the time, and our army was 
forced to this field. I have to trouble you to clean up the aftermath. I’m so 
Sorry.” 


Sasha turned her left arm, she nodded. 


"Well, Iam completely healed. Although the waiting time is longer than 
expected, I can already fight well." 


She stared at the northern sky, which was full of dark gray clouds. 
"I finally got this body, but because of the constraints of the oath, I couldn't 
use my strength as I wanted. But even so, Lord Artorius and the Knights of 


the Round Table treated me very well." 


Mordred was killed. Sasha heard that it was the result of the strategy of the 
Knights of the Round Table. One of the reasons they were angry at Mordred 
was the dispute between her and Mordred. 


"I made up my mind to never go back to my hometown." 


She missed the people in Legnica. When she was still Vanadis, all those 
who had supported her. 


"Elen, I will kill your friend." 








Afterword 


Hello everyone, I’m Seto > # & . Thank you for reading the second 
episode of "The Lord of Marksmen and the Sacred Spring's Double Sword". 


In this episode, the first large-scale battle took place, the users of black and 
red weapons gathered together, and strange existences appeared, and the 
plot made a major progress. 


The person who has the biggest problem this time is Sasha. 


At the beginning, when I adjusted the manuscript of the first episode with 
Mr. Kawaguchi, Mr. Kawaguchi casually asked me this question during a 
chat: 


"How can I beat Sasha now? With the level of Tigre and Lim." So, should I 
be killed by Sasha?" 


"Hey, what is this person saying." I spit to the teacher on the spot, but I 
really didn't want to lower the character of Sasha, so the two of them 
thought about it together. Right thinking, thinking hard for a long time. 


"How about letting Senki 0° come to the rescue?" 


Hearing my question, Mr. Kawaguchi said without hesitation: "Even a 
surprise attack will be killed immediately, because Sasha is really super 
strong." The teacher said with confidence. Look like. In addition, I didn't 
add any fuel or vinegar to this sentence, almost every word was said by the 
teacher himself. 


After that, I listed the names of several characters other than Roland, but the 
teacher's answers were similar. Now everyone knows the reason why 
Roland will be XX in the original. 


In short, we continued to discuss and simulate the plot after that... the final 
result is what readers have seen. For details, please see the text of the 
novel. However, the summary of the plot on the back cover is almost 
written... (The summary of the plot of this episode is also written by me) 


and this character also has many problems (of course from a standpoint), so 
in terms of background setting Many adjustments have also been 

made. This character is expected to have an active scene from the beginning 
of the third episode, but if you are a reader who has seen the original, you 
may be able to imagine many details from the information prompted in the 
second episode. 


Hope you will like it. 

Finally, thank you. Thanks to the illustrator Yasaka Minato 

Teacher, this time also provided exquisite illustrations for this book. Sasha's 
armpit is really the most important and most eye-catching part, and the 
teacher really has a foresight. Please help me in the next episode. 


If you don’t dislike it, welcome to my blog. 


The website is: http://blog.livedoor.jp/heylyalai/Special 
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Booklet SS 


Although it is early summer, the wind is very cool tonight. 


This is the mansion of Dune belonging to Guinevere in the town. Limalisha 
was dealing with paperwork in one of the rooms. 


When I was busy for a paragraph, there was a knock on the door. Before she 
could say "please come in", Guinevere, wearing a thin coat, walked into the 
room. 


"Lim, can you accompany me out for a while?" 
"No problem. Just, where are you going?" 


"T just want to go for a walk nearby. It just so happens that this is a 
comfortable night." 


Lim tilted her head slightly. She thought that at this time, Her Royal 
Highness would go to Lynette. She is not only the prime minister's adjutant, 
but also a close friend of Guinevere. 


However, she quickly changed her perspective. Maybe what Her Highness 
wanted to talk about was something that I couldn't talk to 

Lynette. Moreover, if something happens, you can protect her by staying by 
your side. 


"T understand. Please let me follow you." 


Lim picked up the Carnwenhan Swords standing against the wall, hung it 
around her waist, and followed Guinevere out of the mansion. 


Stars illuminate the night sky, and even in the dark, the outline of the 
grassland is quite clear, so they can easily walk around at night without 
having to carry lights. After walking for a while, Guinevere spoke, 


"If you don’t mind...can you tell me about your hometown?" 
She looked into the darkness in the distance, and continued: 


"I can’t really do it when I ’’m busy. There is a moment of free time, 
otherwise I will recall it involuntarily." 


The hometown where Guinevere was born and grew up-the king's capital, 
Kirchester, has now fallen into the hands of the fake Artorius faction. Her 
family and many people she knew were killed. Even if the royal capital can 
be regained in the future, the people who were killed will not return to 

her. This fact not only made her full of resentment towards the enemy, but 
also made her suffer from loneliness and emptiness inevitably. 


Hearing this, Lim figured it out. If it was Lynette, when she brought up the 
topic of hometown, she would definitely be concerned about Guinevere and 
dare not say more. 


"Then, please listen to me...Although my position is now as the adjutant of 
the princess of Leitmeritz, the place where I was born and raised is not 
Leitmeritz. It is a place located in the south of Zhcted called The town of 
Van Berk. Because that town is close to an avenue, it is quite prosperous." 


Lim said, thinking of the faces of her mother and her dead father. 


"T learned to read, write and calculate in the temple, play with friends near 
my home, and sometimes go shopping with my mother. If it weren't for the 
invitation of a close friend when I was thirteen, I would never have left 
there. There are many memories..." 


At this point, Lim realized the thought that she hadn't even noticed, and 
naturally said it. 


"But for me now, Leitmeritz has become my hometown." 


Incredibly, she was quite sure of this, even though she had only been in 
Leitmeritz for more than two years. 


"You said, that's your hometown now, isn't it?" 


Guinevere didn't seem to understand, but soon her expression turned into a 
smile, and she nodded to Lim. 


"So, as long as I take back Kirchester and accumulate memories there with 
the people I cherish, one day, for the future of me, the king will also 
become my hometown?" 


"Yes. Definitely." Lim replied, showing her sincere prayer with a smile. 
"Thank you. I'm really glad to have a chat with you. Then, let's go back." 


It got windy. Guinevere turned back, and the coat that was draped over her 
was raised. Lim followed her back. 


The two were shoulder to shoulder, walking on the way back to the 
mansion. 
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